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T HE 

RIGHTS OF KINGS; 

OR, 

LOYAL ODES 

TO 

DISLOYAL ACADEMICIANS. 



T(C (iAvh ^vfJiov iitf-lf If. AnacrCOS, 

Ihts for a Mighty Monarch to be levell'd! 
Pray were you drunk> or mad^ Sirs^ or be-dcviird ? 



Vol. III. B 



TO THE READER. 

CENTIME READER, 

X HE foundation of the following Odes is fimply 
this — The Prefident of the Royal Academy, happy to be 
able to gratify our amiable Monarch in the minutell of 
}iis predile£tions, reported lately to the Academicians his 
Majefty's defire, that a Mr. Laurence might be added 
to the lift of R. A.'s, his Majefty, from his fuperior 
knowledge in painting, being perfe^ly convinced of this 
young Artift's uncommon abilities, and confequently fair 
pretenfions to the honour. Notwithftanding the Royal 
wifh, and the wifh of the Prefident, and (under the 
rofe ! ! !) the wifh of Mr^ Benjamin West, the Windfor 
oracle of paint, and painter of hiflory, the R. A.*s 
received the annunciation of his Majefty's wifh. Sir 
Joshua's wifh, Mr. West's wilh, with the mofl ineffable 
f(ing'froidy not tp call it by the harder name, difguft. 
The annunciation happening on the night of an cleftion 
of AfTgciates, at which Mr. Laurenpe ought to have 
been ele£ted an AfTociate (a ftep necefTary to the more 
exalted one of R.A.) — behold the obftinacy of thefc 
Royal n^ulcs ! — the number of votes in favour of Mr. 
Uaurenge amounted to juft three, and that of bis oppo- 
nent, Mr. Wheatley, to fixteen ! ! !— Indignant and 
loyal Reader, the Lyric Mufe, who has uniformly 
attacked Meannefs, Folly, Impudence, Avarice, and 
Ignorance, from her cradle, caught fire at the above 
important event, and moft loyally poured forth the fol- 
lowing Odesy replete with their ufual fublimity. 
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TO THE PUBLIC 

GrENTIiES } behold a poor plain-fpokcn man 1 
Modeft as Addington our Speaker, 

Amidft Saint Stephen's patriotic clan. 
Where Innocence fo meek did ne'er look meeker j 

When with much palpitation, and much dread^ 
He tum*d about his pretty Speaker's head. 

One leg juft rais'd to hop into die chair j 
Juft like a Cat in rain amid the ftreet. 
That fears to wet her white and velvet feet. 

Which for a handfomc gutter-leap prepare ! 

** I fear I am Jfc moft unworthy choice," 
Said Mifter Speaker, with a lamb-like voice I 

" I have but one ftep more," he cry'd. 
Keeping his head coquettilhly afidc. 

B 3 K(ow 
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How. njuch like Christie^ with his hartuner raisM, 
(Christie, a public Speaker too, fo prais*d). 
Looking around him, fimpering, fmiling, bowing. 
Then crying — " Gemmen, going, going, going!'' 

Yes, Gentles ally a ntodeft Bard and Ihy, 

With dove-like mien, and ground- exploring eye j 

Modeft as Mijier Spiaksr at the Lords, 

When lowly he did Majcfty btjeech 
T' allow his humble Comj^ons ufc of words; 

That is to fey, a liberty of fpcech: 

Alfo to have at times a tete-i-tete^ 
Bccaufe a confab royal is a treat; 
Indeed for Jubjeffs much too rich. 
As wife King James afferted of the itch: 

Likewife to have the privilege of Tick, 
Becaufe a Bailiff is a meddling rogue. 

Who, with a hand of iron, or a ftick, 
Stoppcth the travels of our men of vogue ! 

Barbarian aft, that men of worfhip frets ! 

Who think of loftier things than idle debts ; 

De 
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Deep pond'ring ever on the Nation's goocl> 
Not on great gfeafy butchers^ taylor knaves. 
Mercers and clanuny grocers— Kiompter flaves> , 

Whoj by ihck ftinking fweatj pMcure their fixxiU 

Tradefiiien! a fet of vulgar (wind; 
Crutches for Fortune in a deep declilxel 
Lo 1 what a tradefiiian's. good for, and lo all-^ 
A wooden buttrefs for a tott'ring wall ! 

With tears have I behefld foil nmny a 'Sq^ir^ 
Moft brutally by Bailiffs dragged along; 

For turnpike, fomiturc, or houfe's hire> 
Horie^ wages, coach, or fome foch idle fongt 

Now 'SojriRB^s a dde of rmtch reputadon«— 
Belongs to people of »b— :OCCupation; 
Who cannot (in their looks we read it^ 
Get, for a mutton-<:hc^, a little credit I 
Poor Gendemen ! how haid, alas ! dieur £itcy 
To knuckle to fuch nuifances of State I - 

Oentles^ to you, well pleas'd, I turn again^^ 
(^ittii^ my fi^rite rambling fbain ; 

fi 4 Leavkig 
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Leaving beloved, admir*dy ador'd digrcffion/ 
So praftis'd by us men of ode-profeffion^ 
When we have fcarcely aught to fing or fay. 
And Ihdaking Fancy quits the lyric lay^ 

I do remember ! — ^What ? — That thus my peif. 
Licentious, flarider'd cK)wn-and-fceptre men ! 
*' Readers, one moment look me in the face; 
" A Poet not quite deftitute of grace ; 
*^ And anfwer one not bred in Flattery's fchools 
*^ Are you, or are you not, a fet of fools ? 
*' Pinning your faith on Grandeur's fleevc 
*^ Say, do you, in your confciences, believe 
*^. That M - ■ * H never can be weak nor mcan'> 

*^ And that a M 's wife, yclept a —— , 

*^ May not (and why hot?) be a downright flopy 
•^ Form'd of the coarfeft rags of Nature's Ihop ? 
•* I read the anfwer in each vifage — " No/* 
•* O Jefu ! can it be ? and is it fo ? 

*^ Put down my book-— ' 
** Give it not §ne contaminating look r 
*^ I ftare on you with pity — nay, with pain— • 
'* Kearsley Ihall tofe your money back again r 
^' Get your crowns fhaVd, poor fouls-— I wifh you well ; 
* •^ And hear me — ^Bedlam* has a vacant cell." 

Such 
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Such were the ftanzas that I wrote of yore. 
When tainted by a King-deriding Clan: 

But now I ciirfc thofe tenets o*er and o*er— 
A convert quite — a fweet and alter'd mani 

The facred force of Sov'reignty I feel- 
To Royalty's ftern port I learn to kneel : 

For Royalties are deemed moft facred things j 
So facred by the Courtiers, that the Bibk 
May be inform'd againft, and prov'd a libel. 

For faying — " Put no confidence in Kings !** 

Though this indeed may be interpolation^ 
As much was coin'd by Popifh priefts and frianj 

For ah ! how hard 'tis for imagination 
To fancy Monarchs hypocrites and liars ! 
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ODE TO THE ACADEMICIANSr, 

Am I awake, or dreaming, O ye Gcds ? 
Alas ! in v^aking*s favour lie the odds ! 

The dev*l it is ! ah me ! 'tis really fo ! 
How, Sirs ! on Majcfty's proud corns to tread I 
Mcflicurs Academicians, when you're dead. 

Where can your Impudcncies hope to go ? 

Refufe a Monarch's mighty orders !-- 

It fmells of treafon — on rebellion borders ! 

^Sdeath, Sirs ! it was the Queen's fond wilh as wcllj 

That * Matter Laurence fhould come ini 
Agaiftft a Queen fo gendc to rebel I 

This is another crying fin ! 

What I— nbt oblige, in fuch a trifling things 
So fwcet a Queen, and fuch a goodly King ! 

A Qwcn 

« A young portrait«painter of fonie meriu 
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A Queen unus'd to oppofition-weather— 
At difappointmcnt fo unus'd to ftart — 
So foil of dove-like gentlenefs her heaiti 

As if the dove had lent its fofteft feather. 
That heart of gentlenefs to form> 
Unus*d (as I have faid) to oppofition-ftorm'! 

O let me juft inform you, one and all, 

iThat Kings and Potentates, both great and fmall^ 

Born to be h^toiour'd, for obedience batde : 
Moil inftantaneous too muft be compliance ^ 
Refofal is moft damnable defiance^ 

They ftruggle for't, like children for the ratde^ 

But iaour Jimile fome difF'rence lies — 
We whip a bantling when it kicks and cries, 

FuUy determin'd not to pleafe it: 
Btit lo ! the children that poffcfs a crowii 
(Young Herculeses) knock us down. 

And, angry for the bauble, Jeize \U 

Each of you, Sirs, has kept a cur, perchaunce: 
Poor wretch, how oft his eyes with lightnings dance y 
How he looks tip to Mafter for a fmile ! 

Shakei» 
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Shakes his Imploring head with wriggling tail, 
jMow whining yelps, now pawing to prevail. 
Eager with fuch anxiety the while; 

And if a pat Jhould blefs the whining fcrapefj 
Lord, how the animal begins to caper ! 

Thus fhould it b? with fiibjefts and great Kingsr-p 
Put you are ftrangers to thefe humble things. 
For Ih^me ! upon the courtier's creed go look-r- 
And take ^ leaf from humble Hawksb'ry's books 
Qr fweet neck-bending water-gruel Leeds, 
Who Majefty with pap of flattery feeds j 
Whfch pap, if highly relifliM, will of courfe. 
Rewarded, m^ke him Master of the Horse, 

Where was Prerogative ? — afleep? 
A blockhead, not a better watch to keep 

In this moft folemn, moft important hour ! 
Why heard we not the thunder of his voice ; 
Saw down your gullets cramm'd the royal choice. 

So eafy to the iron arm of Power ? 

Why flept his fledge, the guardian of a crown. 
So form'd to knock unruly rafcak down ? 

Ah, 



14 THS EIGHTS OF KINGS* 

Ah me! Preroqative fecms nearly dcadi 
Behold his tott'ring limbs and paificd head; 

Sunk in their orbits his dim eyes; 
Jlis teeth dropp'd out; and hark ! his voice fo weak j 
A moufe behind the wainfcot — eunuch fqueak ! 

^' Ah ! nen Jum qualis eram** now he fighs. 
To ev'ry body's call, ah ! now fo pliant ! 
gad ikcleton of once a fturdy giint ! 

Poor bending fhrivell'd form, but juft alive. 
Art thou that bully once — Prerogative ? 
Where is the mien of Mars, the eye's wild ftare, 
A meteor darting horror with its glare ? 
How like a Brandy-drinker, who on flame 

Feeds with a rofy beacon-face at firft; 

But, by his enemy Intemperance curflr, 
yields to that viftor of mankind with Ihame ; 

Pale, hobbling, voicelefs, crawling to decay^ 

Juft like a paffing fhadow, finks away ! 

Pedchamber Lords are all in ire-^ 

Xhe Maids of Honour all on fire; 

Nay, though defpotically fhav'd, the Cooks, 

BIufF pn th* occafion, put on buirs-beef looks : 

5 Ana 
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And really this is veiy grand bchaving» 
So nobly to for^ye the €amovA (having ! 

See Nfadam Schwillbnbijio mod cat-like ftarei 

And though no favorite of the King, 
She cries, ^' Bj Got, it frock and make wq hair 

Vpri^ht^-^it is Jq dam damjaucf fiag!^ 

Stanhopb, perchance, ^dU cla^ you in his armsi 
And Phice's Ghpft, with eloquence's charms. 

Will, fixxn his tx:nnb up^rir^ng, found applaufe: 
But know> I deem not fo of Edmund Burke : 
He nobly flyles die deed " a d-mn'd day's workj'* 

Superior he tt> cutting royal claws* 

MuN very juftly thinks the human back 
Should be to Kings a fort of humble hack ; 
That ev'ry fubjeft ought to wear a faddfe, 
0'erwhichthoiegreatropgh-riders,Kings,mayfia:addle^ 
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O D E IL 

The fam'd AlTcmbly of the French will finilc. 

At this difgracc of our fair ifle : 

Meffieurs Fayette the Great, and Co. 

With tears of joy will overflow, 

And order the Affcmbly of the Nation 

To fend you fweet congratulation. 

What haft thou to complain of each, thou imp ? 
Compared to Kings, a grampus and a fhrimp ! 

Lo ! when from Windfor mighty Kings arrive 
like London mack'rel, all alive ! 
Terrenes of flatt'ry are prepared fb hot 
By courtiers — a delicious pepper-pot; 
Which, to be fure, the royal maw devours. 
Kings boafting very ftrong digeftivc pow'rs, 

A Pointer thus, lock'd up a week. 
Half ftarv'd, and longing for a fteak ; 
Behold him now turn'd loofe fo wild to eat.— 
Gods ! how he gobbles down the broth and meat ! 
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Yes, flatt'ry-foups arc all prepared fo hot. 
As I have hinted, a fine pepper-pot: 

Side-difhes too of ontfies, bows, and fcrapcs. 
With ftare and wonder in all forts of Ihapes; 
Attentions darting &om the full-ftrctch'd eye. 
That not a royal glance may pais unheeded by : 
Attentions (haiTp as thofe of Lumpy, Small, 
At cricket fkiU'd to catch the flying ball j 
Whilfl: you furvey (abominable thing !) 
With cold contempt the charafter of King I 

Think by what royal bounty you are bleft ! 

Think of the patronage to Painters all! 
Not a poor Ihallow rill confined to West, 

But torrents that like Niagara fall. 

Ycs; George is genVous — watches all your wants— 
And pours his foil'ring rains upon his plants. 
Then, meeting fuch a friend, ye ought to cry, 
" Glory be to George on high ! 



Thus, when ^o clouds approach, a wandering pair. 
As oft it happens, 'mid their walks in airj 
Vol. III. C Though 
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Though one be rich, the other poor 
In rare ele6tric matter, how they greet ! 
With what delight they feem to meet; 

And, pleas'd, with all the fire of friendfhip roar ! 

George, O ye raggamuffins, loves you dearly; 
Sends you rare pictures for improvement yearly ; 

Buys up your works, and much commiflion gives 
To Hift'ry, Portrait, Landfcapc-men — 
Careful as of a chicken a good hen: 

Thus like an Alderman each Limner lives. 

Yes; a good hen — I fee her wing dilplay'd. 
To warm, proteft you with parental fhade : 

But you, a flock of vile rebellious chicken. 
Are air for mounting on your mother's back. 
With threat'nmg beak and noify faucy clack. 

Her eyes out, trying to be picking ; 

Againft her blafphemoufly fwearing : 
This is undutiful beyond all bearing. 
Where'er the plaintive cry of Want appears, 
Cock'd, like a greyhound's, are the King's two ears 
4 Read 
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Ready for fuch poor wights to bake and brew 1 

A circumftance bdiev'd by very few ! 

Thus, to Philosophy's furprife, 

A pin can lead the lightning of the fkies I ; : 
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-DEHOLD, his Majefty is in a paflion ! 

Tremble, ye rogues, and tremble all the nation ! 

Suppofc he takes it in his royal head. 

To ftrikc your Academic Idol deads 

Knock down your House, diflblve you in his ire. 

And ftrip you of your boafted tide^^-'SoyiRE ! 

To bend a piece of iron to your will. 

You always make that iron hotj 
For then it alks but little force and (kill — 

Its fturdinefs is quite forgot: 

But lo ! it is quite otherwife with man ! 
Make bim red-hot, and bend him as you can; 

C 2 So 
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So widely diflf^nt are the metals, 
Compofing man, or kings indeed, and kettles ! 

Oft has he Idft his Queen tod Windfor tow'rs. 

Oft fix)m the fafcinating Dairy flown, 
To raife the Arts with all his mighty pow'rs. 

And hold high converfe with the ft)lks of Town : 

From lofty Carthagb thus, by Jove's decree. 
On nobler works than thofe of love, intent, 
^NEAS from the widow Dido went. 

And, fiiU of piety, put off to fea ! 

Vam of your academic honours, vain, 

I fay again. 
Idly you decm*d yourfelves the firft of men 5 

And then 
You Ipurn'd the hand which rais'd you into notice- 
By all the Gods, unfortunately, fb '6s I 

Full oft, by Fortune, man is fday'd a tricky 
Too often ruin'd by her glittering toys, 

Juft like the candle's lucklefs wick 
Surrounded by the luftrc that deftroys. 

ODB 
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IvESISTANCE turns me, like a napkin, pale; 

Rebellion chills me into ftone; 
« Tell not in Gath the tale, 

" Nor publifti in the ftreets of Afcalon/' 

Copy the manners of a Court: 
There (thanks to Education for't) 

Submission cow'ring creeps, with fearful eye, 
Unceafing bends the willowy neck to ground. 
In rev'rence, abjeft and profound. 

Too humbly modeft to behold the (ky : 

There, all alive too. Hawk Attention fits. 
To ftudy Royal Humour's various fits ; 

With wings expanded, ready to fly poll. 
To Eaft, to Weft, to North, or South, 
To cater for a Monarch's mighty mouth. 

To get him bak'd, or grill'd, or boil'd, or roaft : 

Now fcampers to pick up each bit of news. 
Which full-fed London ev'ry moment fp~s : 

C 3 Then 
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Then to the Palace the rich treafurc bears. 
And pours the whole into the royal ears. 

There Adulation, with her filyer tongue, 
Sweeter than Philomela's fweeteft fong, 

Says unto Majefly fucb things ! 
Tells him that CiCSAR won not half bU fame j 
That Alexander was a childilh name, 

Compar'd to bis — the King of Kings! 

Now fmiling, flaring huge furprifei 

With fuch a brace of wonder-looking eyes^ 

On all the words from Majefly that dart; 
As if bright gems, as large as eggs of pullet, 
Flow'd from the King's Golconda gullet. 

Enough, indeed, to load a cart : 
Per mouth fo pleas'd the treafurcs to devour ! 
Wide as the port-hole of a Seventy-four ! 

Such is the pifturc of a Palace fcenp, 
Drawn by an amateur^ I ween : 
The outline chafte, and eafy flowing; 
The colouring not ^ whit too glowing. 
Such, fuch is Adulation, charming maid ! 
Whofe conduft you won't copy, I'm afraid. 



OD I 
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J\T oppofition, lo ! the foul demurs I 

At fuch the royal mind revolts; 
Hates it as much as flicks, the cats and curs. 

Or curbs, and whips, and fpurs, high-mettled colts. 

Too well I know, that you the Great defpife ; 
Molehills, infl:ead of mountains, in your eyes : 

'Tis wrong ! 
I often reverence Grandeur in my fong. 

Go, Sirs, to Court upon a gala day : 

Soon as the foldiers cry aloud, " Make way !" 

How glorioufly the Courtiers ftrut it by. 
In gorgeous clothes of filk and gold. 
With fuch an elevated front, and bold, 

With fuch ftate-confequence in either eyej 

So much above the ground on which they ft:rut. 
So fl:iff, fo fl;ake-like, all the pompous pack. 

As though Dame Nature had forgot to put 
The joints of manners to the neck and back* 

C 4 OH, 
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O glorious fight ! this no one dares deny : 

And lo ! rd lay confiderable odds. 
That man who ne'er divmities did Ipy, 

Would really take them for a p^ek of gods ! 

Grant that the Great are ignorant — ^what then ? 
Still are they folks of worlhip — fliil great men j 
Though flogg'd through fchools, and banilh*d from ^ 
college. 
Although not one inch broad their minds, I weeni 
The utmoft boundary pf all their knowledge. 
The Game-aft and JoHif NigHo?,s* Magazine, 

• 

Still men of worfhip muft they aU appear. 
Beings we little people fhould rever$l 

*Tis nat'ral to reyere the folk on high ; 
To rev'rence, lo ! our infancies are led ! 

Well do I recolleft how ofi: my eye 
Ador'd the Kings and Queens of Gingerb|:«ad : 

King David, Solomon, and tl^iat brave Queen* 
Who rode fo far to fee, ^nd to be feen : 

Though 

t Her Majefty of Sheba. 
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Thou^ hungry as a hoynd, with pence in ftor^ 
When in their glory on the ftall^ I met '«» j 

Though longing to dcyQur them o'er and o'er, 
I (jteefp'd i% fecrUcge to ^at 'cm ! 
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1 HE light pf RpASQN is a little ray, 
put ftill it fliows us the right way : 
Indeed, the Genti^ewoman makes no blaze. 
No bonfire tenipting a fool's eye to gaze— 
A modeft danie, rieoiote, sqid caliPi and opf. 
And never pUyeth gaml^U, to deftroy* 

But Error, what 4 meretricious jade, 
Amidft her ir^ckleis wilds immers'd in Ihadc, 

To tempt the filly and unwary ! 
Her meteor, lo ! Ihe lights !— her^, there. 
Up, down, fhe dances it — now far, now near, 

I^ mad ai^d nptpys vagary* 



On 
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On the fools wander, in purfuit fo ftout. 

And love of this fame garifh light; 
All on a fudden goes this meteor out; 

And caught, like badgers, in the fack of night, 
Blund'ring, and trying to get back agen. 

They roll about in vain, poor men. 

Thus you Academicians all proceed ! 

You are thofe Badgers, Gentlemen, indeed ! 

There feems an ardent fpirit, to my mind, 
A Revolution fpirit, 'mongft mankind : 
A fpark will now fet kingdoms in a blaze. 
That would not fire a barn in former days ; 
So lately turn'd to touchwood is each State — 
So whimfical indeed the ways of Fate ! 

Pray, Sirs, both old and young, ye bright and muddy 
Did ever you make cuckoldom your ftudy ? 
P'rhaps noty if rightly I divine — 
But, Gentlemen, I've made it mine. 

This ftate of man, and let me add obfcenity. 
Is not a fituation of betweenity^ 

As 
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As fome word-coiners are difpos'd to call't— 
Meaning a mawkifh, as4t'Were4Jh ftate. 
Containing neither love nor hate— 

A fort of water-gruel without fait. 

Know then, that Cuckoldom's all eye, all ear, 
All fmell, all tafte, and, faith ! all feeling : 

His fenfes fharp as thofe of cats appear. 
To right, to left — as quick as foldiers wheeling. 

To catch a wife's bad fame, alas ! not praife i 

Thus fetting traps to fqueeze his future days j 

Watering with one eternal tear the eye. 
And making lovely Life one lengthen'd figh: 
A pair of antlers his — he fits on thorns — 
He nothing fees but horns, horns, horns ! 

Nay, to the Cuckold in idea, lo. 
On either fide his head a horn appears 

Tremendous ! but which all his neighbours know 
Are only one huge pair of afs's ears. 

Then pray difmife your jealoufies and frights ; 
Our M ^h means not to invade your rights : 



It 
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Ic never, never was a Royal plan— 
^* For Brutus is an honourable man!" 
Greater from Chambers fhould be all your fears> 
Whofe House is tumbling faft about your ears. 



ODE VII. 



A HE King (God grace him) wiflies you to Jbine: 
He rais'd the building with your cafh and mine. 

^ut what is wealth ? v/hat, thoufands ? trifling things ! 
To fwell the mighty volume of its fame, 
Jle caird it Royal — thus he gave the name; 

Which proveth the munificence of Kings — 
^Heav'ns, what a prefent ! ah, well worth pofieffing ! 
Lo ! on a level with a Bifhop's bleffing ! 

DoMiTiAN (^{o fays Hist'ry, with a figh) 
Would quit affairs of ftate, to hunt a fly : 
But we have no fuch trifle-hunting Kings — 
Europe knows no fuch miferable things ! 
Her Princes gallop on a larger fcale ; 
No flippant minnow/ but the flound'ring whale ! 

5 Georgi 
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George wiflies not to give the dome a grave; 

Not to deftroy, he comcth-— but to lave : 

Not like Dame Nature, who compofes forms 

The feireft for the fefcinatcd eye ; 
Then fends her Kghtnings, floods, and ftorms. 

To bid the beauteous flowrets die ! 

When once a woman's handfome, fmart, and clever. 
In God's name let her bloom for ever ! 
Ah 1 couid I (hatch Time's ploughfhare from his h^. 
Who, with that eafe a fermer fkirts his land. 
Furrows fo cruelly o'er the faireft face ! 

Relentkfs as a Mohawk, on he goes. 

Cuts up the lily and the rofe. 
Roots up each wavy curl, and bends the neck of grace — 

Ah ! coutd I fimply do but this. 

The fweeteft lips would give nrie many a kife^ 

By raifmg, Aen deftroying like a Turk, 
Itfecms as though Time did not like his work; 
As though he wanted fometiiing hft^- ftill) 
Than e'ef was maAufaftur'd at his mill. 

And 
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And yet how cxquifite, of charms the crop 
In Mefdames* Johnson's, * Kelly's, *Windsor*s 
Ihop, 

Or rather hot-houfe ! — Lord, if fond of billing. 
What grace, for guineas, we may find I 
Nay, in the ftreets, if cheapnefs fuits our mind. 

We purchafe Cleopatras for a ftiilling ! 

Beauty, how thou ftealeft me away! 

Born, thou fweet Witch, thy Poet to beguile! 
Thy fool, idolater, by night, by day. 

He feels a chain in ev'ry fmile. 
Thou Tyrant of my heart, let go my pen — 

1 mufty will fpeak to Academic men. 

Sirs! ftiould the Royal Eagle, from his height. 

Dart on your puny forms, his eye of flame. 
And wanton, jult to exercife his might, 

(Deeming you no ignoble game) 
Should pounce on your owl-backs, fo ftout. 
How would a cloud of feathers fly about ! 
The thunder of his beak, for falling, ripe. 
What figures you would cut within his gripe 1 

This 

• The Prieftcflcs of (he Cyprian Goddcfs. 
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This can the King of Isles perform — I know it: 
Yet, though of pow*r fo full, he will not fhow it. 
Too foon your band its weaknefs would deplore ! 
A crab in a cow's mouth — ^no more ! 

Say, don't ye tremble at th' affronted name ? 
Where lurks the burning blufh of fhame ? 
Alas ! that fymptom of remaining grace 
Knows not to tinge an Academic fece ! 
Sons of the Dcv*l like you, rebellious, hear — 
It is for Kings to hurdm — us to beau 

I own Fve faid (and glory in the advice), 

*^ Be not, O King, as ufual, over-nice: 

" Dread Sire, (to take a phrafe from Caliban) 

'' Bite 'em"— 
^ To pouf* a heavier vengeance on the clan, 
*^ ^ Knight 'em." 



ODE 
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O D E IX- 

X H E rhodern French deem Moiiarchs much like firC;^ 
Which a good lookixig-after doth t^T]tre«b« 

Too much inclined to prove an evils 
A fire that needeth to be wdl fecur'd. 
Well iron'd, pihion'd, and immur*d. 

Which otherwife wotsU play the devil : 
Yet if on politics a iard may prate, 
I deem their Monarch's jacket rather ftraiti 
Mesdames Poissardbs> 'twas fhockingly ill-for^. 
To fling your flounders at your Monarch's head. 
Though, VENUs-like, defcendcd from the flood, 
*Twas bafe, ye fwect Divinities of Mud p^ 
To this great truth, a Universe agrees, ^ 

*' He who lies down with dags^ will rifewitkSfleas.*^ 

How applicable ! lo, you took advice, 
I'm fure, from that Arch-Devil, Doctor IPrice, 
And Stanhope — ^who fo praife the French and clap. 
For catching Kings, like polecats, in a trap. 



Oh, 



i 
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Oh, may I never te — ^but were I King, 

Like ropes (hould I confider laws ; 
Preventing, when I wifh'd it, a good fpring— 

Hand-cufFs to bind my lion claws. 

A fet of artfcks implies miftruft— 
How can the Lord's Akointed be unjuft ? 
We never fhould believe fuch things 
As doubt the wifdotii of the King of Kings : 
What the Lord chodfes rnu/f be good. 
Although he fend ub but a piece of wood. 
Ev'n * Chesterfield, that atheiftic do^ 
Declares he has a rev'rence for King Log. 
" When will that lucky day be born, that brings 
" A bridle for the arrogance of Kings ? 
'* Too. flowly moves, alas ! the loit'ring hour, 

** When will thofc tyrants ceafe to fancy Man 

" A Dog in Providence's lev'ling plan, 
** To crouch and lick the blood-ftain'd rods of 
Pow'r ?'• 

Such is your moft unkingly cry j 

Andlo, I tell it widi a figh ! 

Vol- III. D Rank 

• " I conkb I have fome regard for Kinc Log.'* Fide his 
Utters. 
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Rank is in man the itch of oppofition. 
Which wanteth a good whip for a phyfician, ' 

You keep bad company that turns your head-- 
So hungrily you ev'rjE thing devour. 
That tends to clip the wings of royal powV, 

Which like the ease's pinion ought to ^read; 
So greedily fuck in Rebellion's breath. 
That wafts the feed3 of Imjp uoence and Death. 

Thus, hoynd-likc, at a Lord-Mayor's feaft, 
A CoMMONrcouNciLMAN, a beaft. 
On ev*ry feafon'd difh fo hungry ftuffs — 
Unbuttons, wipes the ftveat away, and pufis. 

Poor fool ! he fwallows rheumatifm and gput, 
Afthma and apoplexy— and more ills ^ 

Than DoAors, with their knowledges fo ftout. 
Can vanquilh with their boluses and pills! 

]8ut. Sirs, ypu muft he cautious how you a£t: 
Attorney- General is fno reqfoning thing ! 

*Tis.^ indubitable faft. 
This feltow is the creature of a King; 
pis eagle — thunder-bearer — loud his cry — 
^nd " Inftant vengeance*' is his fok reply* 



^Tis 
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'Tis dangerous to fliake hands with fuch hard claw?. 
His gripe enough to make the braveft paufe ! 

Then be not at your midnight orgies feen, 
Buzzmg opinions upon King and Queen. 
Ah ! Ihould he fally forth fo ftrong, 
An>idft your wantonnefs of fpeech and fong; 
Unlin^d by mercy, you will feel his gripe^ 
Stopping the melody of many a pipe. 
Thus at the folemn, ftill, ajnd fuplefs hour. 
When to their fports the infedl nations pour : 

Jn airy tumult bleft, the light-wing'd throng, 
Thoughtlefs of enemies in ambufcade. 

Hums to Niqht's lift'ning ear the choral fong. 
And wantons through the boundlefs field of fhade j 

When, lo ! the moufe-fac'd Demon of the gloom, 

Pfpying, hungry meditates their doom ! 

Pounce, from his hole fo fccrct burfts the Bat, 
To honour, mercy, moderation, loft ! 
Behold him fally on the humming hoft^ 

And murd'rous overturn the tribes of Gnat ; 

Nimbly from right to left, like Tippoo, wheel. 

And fiiap ten thoufand prisoners at a meal ! 

P 2 ODE 
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O D E X. 

JnLo W pleafant 'tis the Courtier clan to fee ! 

So prompt to drop to Majefly the knee; 

To ftart, to run, to kap, to fly; 

And gambol in the Royal eye ! 

And, if expeflant of fome high employ. 

How kicks the heart againft the ribs, for joy I 

How rich the incenfe to the Royal nofe ! 

How liquidly the oil of Flattery flows ! 

But Ihould the Monarch turn from fweet to four. 

Which cometh oft to pafs in half an hour. 

How alter'd mftantly the Courtier clan ! 

How fai^t ! how pale ! how wpe-begone, and wan ! 

Thus CoRYDON, betrothed to Delia's charms. 
In fancy holds her ever in his arms : 

In niad'nin^ fancy, cheeks, eyes, lips devours; 
Plays with the ringlets that all flaxen flow 
fti rich luxuriance o'er a brcafl: of fnow. 

And on that brcaft the foul of rapture pours. 

NlCHT 
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Night too cntranpcs— Slumbe* brings the dream- 
Gives to his lips his Idol's fweeteft kifs ; 

Bids the wild heart, high panting, fwell its ftream^ 
And deluge every nerve with blifs : 

But if his Nymph unfortunately frowns^ 

Sad, chapfell*n, lo ! he hangs himfelfi or drbwiis ! 

Oh, try with blifs his moments to beguile : 
Strive not to make your Sov'reign frown — but fmile i 
Sublime are Royal nods — mofl: precious things !— ^ 
Then, to be wbifiled to by Kings ! 

To have him lean familiar on one's ftiOuldcr, 
Becoming, thus the royal arm-upholder, 

A heart of very ftone muft glad ! 
Oh ! would fome King fo far himfelf demean, 
As on my fhoulder but for dnce to lean, 

Th* excefs of joy would nearly make me mad 1 
How on the honoured garment I fhould dote. 
And think a glory blaz'd around the coat ! 

Bleft, I fhould make this eoat my doat of arms, 
In fancy glitt'ring with a thouGuid charms i 

D 3 And 
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And fhow my children's children o*er and o*er: 
'* Here, Babies/' I fhoyld fay, *^ with awe bcholcl 
'* This coat — ^worth fifty times its weight in gold : 

*^ This very, very coat, your grandfire wore ! 

*' Here/' pointii^ to the Ihouldcr,. I fhould lay, 
" Here Majefty's own hand fo facred lay :" 

Then p'rhaps repeat fome fpeech the King might 
utter; • 
As — ^^ Peter, how go fheep a fcore? what? what? 
*• What's cheapeft meat to make a bullock fat ? 

"Hae ? hae ? what, what's the price of country butter ?" 

Then fhould I, ftrutting, give myfelf an air. 
And deem my houfe adorn'd with imnttortality : 

Thus fhould I make the children, calf^like, flare. 
And fancy grandfather a rhan of qualify : 

And yet, not flopping here, with cheerful note. 

The Mufe fhould fing an ode upon the coat^ 

Poor lofl America, high honours miffing^ 
Knows nought of fmile and nod, and fweet hand-kiffing > 
Knows nought of golden promifes of Kings; 
Knows nought of coronets, and flars, and ftrings: 

U 
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In iblitude the lovely Rebel fighs ! 
But vainly drops the penitential tear — 

Deaf as the adder to the Woman's cries; 
We fufFer not her wail to wound our ear : 
For food> we bid her hopelcfs children prowli 
And with the favagfc of tRc?<lefert hdwL 
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LAN may be happy, if he will t'* 
IVe laid it often, and I think {o ftiU : 

Doftrine to tnak^ the million ftare ! 
Know then, each mortal is an aAual Jove ; 
Can brew what weather he fhall moft approvej 

Or windj or calm^ or foul, or fair. 

Biit here's the mifchief— Man's ah afs, I fay j 
Too fond of thunder, lightning, ftorm, and raihi 

He hides the charming^ cheerful ray 
That fpr^ads a fmile o'er hill and plain I 

Dark^ he mufi court the fcull, and fpade, arid fhroud— 

The miftrcfs of his foul muft be a Cloud ! 

D 4 Who 
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Who told him that he muft be cyrs*d on earth ?— 
The God of Naturi ? — ^No fuch thbg ! 

Hbav'm whilpcr'd him, the moment of his birth, 
** Don't cry, my lad, but dance and ling i 

" Don't be too wife, and be an ape : 

«* In colours let thy fool be dreis'd, not crape. 

«' RosBs (hall fmooth Life's journey, and adorn ^ 
" Yet, mind me — if, through want of grace, 
" Thou mean'ft to fling the bleffing in my face, 

•' Thou haft full leave to tread upon a thorn." 

Yet fome there are, of men I think the worft. 
Poor imps ! unhappy, if they can't be curs'd— 

For ever brooding over Misery's eggs. 
As though Life's pleafure were a deadly fin j 
Moufin'g for ever for a gin 

To catch their happincffes by the legs. 

Ev'n at a dinner, fome will be unblefs'd,. 
However good the viands, and well drefe'd : 

They always come to table with a fcowl. 
Squint with a face of verjuice o'er each diih. 
Fault the poor flefh, and quarrel with the fifti, 

Curfe cook q.nd wife, and, loathing, eat and growl. 

A cart« 
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A cart-load, lo, their ftomachs Ikd, 
Yet fwear they cannot make a meal, 

I like not the blue-dc?il-hunting crew ! 
I hate to drop the difcontented jaw ! 

O let me Nature's fimple fmile purfue. 
And pick ev'n pkafijre from a ftrawl 



ODE XIL 



1 RE AT Sov'HEiGNs, Sirs, witli more refpeft, Ibcg: 
To Thrones, with due deccfrum^ make a kg 5 

Ev'n thaje are facred, though but empty chairs: 
There lurks in Thrones zjomething^ though but wood. 
That thrills with awe the vulgar mafs of btood. 

And fills the mouth and eye with gapes and ftarcs: 

Wifhing by no means to affront, 
I wonder what's the meaning on't ! 

Louis Quatorze was quite the Frenchman's God \ 
Who made all nations tremble at his nod; 

Married 
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Married Scarron's old widow, dry and froufyi 
Got deep in debt, the conftable out-ran ; 
And, to complete the farce, this Goo-like Mak 
Died— /c^/* 

The Crown, fo powerful, ttiade him every thing ! 

There's fomewhat marv'lous in it, I muft own ! 

For folly is not folly o':i a Throne; 
For whiting's eyes are diVnonds in a King! 

I dare not fay that no exception fprings 

Againft this mighty magic pow'r of Kings : 

Not all a Monarch's fmiles, and pow'r of Place^ 

Can wipe vulgarity from Brudenell's face; 

Nor, though a whole eternity they try. 

Blot art, infernal art, from H — ^^ksb — y's eyer 

Blot beaft from S-lisb-^— y, who no legend needsy 

Pcrtnefs from Dick, and vacancy from Leeds*- 

• He aftually had the Morbus Pedicuk/ur. 
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ODE XIIL 

JLo ! Majefty admircth yon fair *Dome ; 

And decmeth that he is admir'd again ! 
The King is wedded to it— 'tis his home; 

He watches it, and loves it, e'en to pain : 
And yet this lofty Dome is heard to fay, 
"Poh! poh! p-x take your love — away! ay/ay!'* 

To this, with energy I anfwer — " Shame !" 
Such bad behaviour puts me in a flame : 
This is unfeemly, nay, ungrateful carriage. 
And brings to mind a little Ode to Marriage. 

ODE TO HYMEN; 

OR, 

THE HECTIC. 

GOD of ten million charming things. 
Of whom our Milton fo divinely fings. 
Once dove-taird to a devil of a v/ife— 

HvMEWy 
• The Royal Academy. 
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Hymen, how comes it that I am lb flighted ? 
Why with thy myft'rics am I not delighted. 
Which I have try*d to peep on half my life ? 

God of the down-clad chains, difpel the mift— • 
Oh, put me fpeedily upon thy lift ! 
A civil lift, like that of Kings, I'm told. 
Bringing in fwelling bags of glorious gold I 

What have I done to lofe thy good opinion ? 

Againft thee was I ever known to rail j 
And fay, (abufing thus thy fweet dominion) 

" Curfeme! if this boy's trap fliall catch my tail ?" 
No ! no ! I praife thy knot with bellowing breath. 
Which, like Jack Ketch's, feldom flips till death* 

Lo ! 'midft the hollow-founding vault of Night, 
Deep coughing by the taper's lonely light. 

The hopelefs Hectic rolls his eye-balls, fighingj 
*^ Sleep on," he cries, and drops the tend'reft tear; 
Then kifles his wife's cherub cheek fo dear : 

" Bleft be thy flumbers. Love ! though I am dying : 
** Ah ! whilft thou fleepeft with the fweeteft breath, 
" /pump, for life, the putrid well of death ! 

*^ /feci 



I 
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" /feel of Fate's hard hand th* opprefliye pow'n 

(*^ /count the iron tongue of ev'ry hour, 
'^ That feencis in Fancy's ftartled ear to fay — 
I " Soon muft thou wander from thy wife away.'/ 

" Dread found ! too folemn for the foul to bear, 

'' Muxim'ring deep melancholy on my ear: 

^* And fullen — ling'ring, as if loth to part, 

** And cafe the terrors of my fainting heart. 

" Yet, though /pant for life, deep thou, my dove, 

** For well thy conftancy defervcs my love." 

And, lo ! all young and beauteous, by his fide. 
His foft, frefh -blooming, incenfe-breathing Bride, 

Whofe cheek the dream of rapt'rous kiffes warms, 
jtnticipates her Spouse's wifh fo good ; 
Feels Love's wild ardours tingling through her blood. 

And pants amidft a Jecond hufband's arms ; 
Now opes her eyes, and, turning round her head, 
*' Wonders the filthy fellow is not dead !" 



ODE 
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ODE XIV. 

X E quarreird with Sir Joshua fomc time fincci 
Of Painters^ cafily allow'd the Prince — 

The EnfpTcr^ let me fay, without a flattery : 
Yet wantonly againft this Emp*ror, lo ! 
An overflowi>[>g tub of bile to Ihow, 

y.c foolifh planted an infernal battery. 

The mind of man is vaftly like a hive; 
His thoughts fo bufy evcr^^all alive: 

But here the fvmile will go no further; 
For bees are making honey, one and all ; 
Man's thoughts are bufy in producing gall. 

Committing, as it were, felf^murther. 

But let the fpirit that furrounds my frame 

Sit eafy on it, jufl: like an old fhoe — • 
When Disappointment fets my houfe in flame. 

Let Reason all ftie can to quench it do : 
Reason has engines plentiful and flout, 
With water at command to put it out, 

I hate to hear men quarrelling through life, 
'JT^Cfpfeiy?s the fabricators of the ftrifej 

^ Foi 
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Forever hunting, with a hound-like npre, 
I That hornet's neft, the tribe of woes : 
I And when the woes invited greet 'em, 
I Jhey wonder how the dev'l they meet 'emi 
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M*^ 



Ah ! could ye wifti youf ^President to change ! 
Ah! could ye. Pagans, after falfe Gods range? 

Swop /olid Reynolds for that Jhadow West ? 
Jn love-affairs variety's no fin — 
Travelers may change at any time their inn— r 

JHere 'tis Paint-blafphemy^ I do proteft. 

Jn Love's warm regions I ihould like, I own, 
'Midft diflfrent climes to fix my throne : 

David's 

• The Author has /ome xt^(on to imagine that a part of the 
Academic Rebellion was meant to attack the President; the 
difappearance of whofe works, in the prefent ExHiBiTiON^has 
2>een fatal. — OnePidure from Sir Joshua's hand would have 
atoned for a hqfl: of />W,f# 
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David's Phyficians ordered change of *Dame— 
And, lo ! t'improve our cows, we bid 'cm pafs 
Into variety of grafs— 
With hulls^ I gucfs, th' advantage is the fame. 

And as I Monsieur Cupidoh employ, 
To manufadure pieces of my yoy^ 

I would not mad run counter to the falhion : 
A little Sylvia, with the fwceteft fmile, 
Poffcffes power fome moments to beguile. 

And in Elyfium lap the prettied paffion. 

But not toujours perdrix — the vulgar thing ! 

Then Pleasure foon would fpread her wanton wing: 

No! no! Variety the game muft ftart — 

Come oft, and make her curt'fy to my heart; 

And, like the Orange Girls, my tafte to fuit. 

Cry, '* Choice of fruit — fine fruit. Sir — choice of fruit,'* 

Dull Constancy is quite a Quaker's hat. 

So formal ! — changelefs in its great broad brim: 

Variety's a fine young playful Cat — 
A hopeful imp of fpirit, fport, and whim ; 

Who, when all other objefts fail. 
Runs after its own tail. 

ODI 

* Abifhag, the fair Shonamite. 
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ODE XVI. 

UEAD is idolatry, and faint the praife 
That Sceptred People meet with now-a-days ! 

All unmolefted, lo ! the Virtues fleep ! 
Their roof with feir applaufe but rarely rings ; 

Sweet Panigyric moves with fnail-like creep. 
And Defamation on the lightning's wings ! 

Too pleaa'd to pkick tht foaring plunae of Pow'r, 
Ye blefs an Oppofition houri 

Too fbnd^ al^ 1 of roafting harmlefs Kings; 
Too well I know what freedoms you would take— 
3cat the 4^ar creatures juft like bears at flake; 

Jaft like a poqr tame Gull.'s, would clip his wings ! 

Poor bird ! whom Fate oft cruelly aflailsi 

Forc'd from his bold aerial height, 
Sweeping the fun amidft his flight. 

To hop £1 garden, and hunt fimails ! 

Such is the fete of J-^ours S^lz^, 
Vfkom Pity, with a figh, furveys^ 
Vol- III. P Whom 
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Know, when we flumber, not fo fleeps the Kjng; 

He watches !— yc»^ he ponders through the night ! 
To bitfied Gtvius lends a fancied wtog, 

And lifts him ^om hi$ darknefs into light : 

Thus, nighdy on the *Mevagizzy fliorc. 

When Horror breathies upon the heaving DsePi 

Amid the wild and folcqfin roar, 
Thefe eyes hare fi»n the cjrafty Hbron creep. 
Now dart his beak fo (harp for fifli's blood. 
And (hatch a wriggling Conger from thp flood ! 

Here difFereth this comparifon of ours : 

The King fre/ervelihr^ut the Fowl d^vour^. 

• A Fi(hing-U)wn, in Cornwall, 
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ODE xvin. 

ixO, Sir6^ with hakers round your wretched necks^- 
Which fbme contrition for your cxime befpeaksj 

And much-offended Majefiy implore: 
Say, piteous, kneeling in the Royal view-^ 
'' Have pity on a lad abandoned crew, 

'^ And w€j great King, will fin no more: 
" Forgive, dread Sir, the crying fin, 
*^ And Mffi^ Lauuxnce StiiH come in." 

Your hemp cfravats, your ptay'r, your Tylnirn mien. 
May pardon gain from our good King and Queen, 

For they are not inexorable pec^k i 
Although you thus have run their patience hard ; 
And though you are, to fuch great folk compar'd, 

Candlc-extinguiflicrs to fome high ftteple. 

For Kings (I Ipeak it to their vaft applaufe) 
Can pardon^ if you let diem gsun their caufe \ 
So graciousj they will give you fuch kind looks> 
As fell t^pon the (hatvM and humbled Cooks f 
Kind as a gard'ner's charitable eye 
On fome crulh'd (nail, of bird-lim*d fly f 

£ 3 Kind 
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Kind as die epicure's, who, fond of mites^ 
Mingleth compaffion with his bites* 

How vile to make the front of Monarchs' low'r ! 
I fee him, all like vinegar fo four. 

Look black ! — bwt^ ftill good-humour*s in his foul ; 
And now I mark it, ftealing forth fo fweet — 
Stream of forgivenefs— what a treat ! 

I fee his eye, with love rekindling, roH. 

Thus, when' the Demon of the ftorm has driven 
The Sun, that Youth of Iplendor, from his heav'n, 

Drown'd ev'ry vale, and blafted cv'ry bloom j 
Caft o'er poor Nature's fmile a fable (hroud. 
Each beauty blotted with his inkieft cloud, . 

And giv'n a cheerful world to gloom y 

Lo ! through the giant Ihade, a lortcly Ray 
Peeps from the opening Weft with timid air, 

(Till forc'd by fliouldering clouds away)y 
Informing man, *^ To-morrow will be fair,** 

Oh, had you rev'renc'd a great K — ^g's commands. 
What trouble he had taken off your hands ! 

- Far 
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For Art you had not rang'd the realm around ! 
His keener eye the precious gem had found ! 
Then, what an honour to have feen appointed. 
Your very Nightman, by the Lord's Anointec I 
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LITTLE more, and I have done— 
The Mufe's titde-tattle muft go on* 

The world is very fond of calling *' f^^ool :" 
It looks with rapture on a fimple head. 
Of puerilities the rich hot-bed. 

So pleafmgto the tafte of Ridicule : 
Rare crops ! that, thickening into life. 
Start, like alparagus^ to tempt the knife. 

And, fhould the head belong to fome great Dure, 
Hawk-Satire eyes it with the keeneft: look: 
Still, fhould the Owner hap to be a King, 
Shaf-p for her quarry, how fhe prunes her wing ! 

E 4 Such 
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Such is the pronenefs to i(Biil gr$at^folk^ 
And make high-birth and ftate a ftandbg joke. 

Qhi for m ointment to deftroy the icab 

Call'd Envy, which, alas ! too many know ! 

The heart fliould be a medlar, not a crab; 

Milk, and not rerjuicc, from its fount Ihould flow : 

But Greatness, fun-like, from the muddy ftream. 

Draws the foul vapow that obfcures ks beam ! 

Indeed, the People are a lawlefs crew; 

Why ftrive I then. Quixotic, to reform? 
As foon a feather may the waves fubdue. 

And fpiders bind the pinions of the ftorm* 

Yet, 'tis not ftrange, that Kings fhould lofe repute, 
Confid'ring man's fo naf rally a brute. 

Ev'n Saints Acmfelves have loft their reputations 
Rome formerly had thirty thoufand gods j 
And now, I warrant ye, 'tis odds. 

They awn fcarce one through all the Romifli nationir 

Alas F who now believes in fticks and ftones. 

Old rags, and hair, and nails, and mam>w-boaes ?" 

Saint 
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Saint Agnes^ that fwcct lady, void of fin. 
Was ftripp*d, poor gentlewoman, to her (kin. 

And, for rdigion, carried to the Aews; 
When, as the lady was fo bare, 
God gave her fuch a quantity of hair. 
As rcach'd unto her very flioes. 

When to the bawdy-houfe arrived the Dame^ 
An angel from above commifTion'd can^ 
And ipread around her fuch a hcav'nly light. 
As dazzled every body's fi^t. 



However, a young Officer,* a buck, 
I Wifliing prodigioufly to have a lock, 

Dalh'd forth, to pierce the middle of the lightj 



^Meaning to violate the Dame fo good ; 

1 Which meaning, when the Devil underftood, 
i He choak'4 the wanton Rogue out-right. 

2 Such is the tale! true ev'ry crumb; 

I Ww, no more heeded than Tom TntrME. 

i • The ion of a Prsfea. 
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TO MISTER PITT. 

13eAR as a dVmond to the bcft of Queehs,? 

Dear as to cormorants, of filh a Ihoal ; 
Dear to a German hog, as beds of beans s 

Dear as a fixpence fav'd, to Mis'ry's foul ; 

Dear as Reform to Mifter Pitt of yore. 
When he and Richmond made a buUock-r^^r, 

Bellowing themfelves into the prettieft places; 
Dear asy&^;72-fights to tliat fame 'Squire of Coals^ 
Or fo his eyes a * foldier's coat in holes. 

Rent by the flieers of Time in fifty places.: 

Dear as the Doflor's bill to this good nation, . 

Which Parliament, with tears of joy, fiirvey'd; 
Which brought about a much-defir'd falvation. 

For which the Doftors have been poorly paid : 

Efear 

♦ A poor invalid, under his Grace's patr(Wlage> who (like 
the felons hung in chains on Hounilow^ Bagfiiot, Blackheatli/ 
&nd elfewhere) wears his coat until it drops from his back^ 
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Gear as the *Royal Message to the Nation, 
By which more money humbly is implor'd — 

^^ More money for the Children's education — 
'* Hard times! more money for the Children's 
board:" 

Dear as to valiant Glo'ster fword arid gun; 

Dear as a dock-leaf to a hungry afs 5 
Dear to the fam'd George Selwyn, as a pun; 

Dear as to legs of mutton, caper fauce ; 

Dear as the voice of flatt'ry to the Proud ; 

Dear as to hackney- coachmen figns of rain. 
Who count their Shillings in a coming cloud. 

And, pious, pray for Noah's flood again ; 

So dear to Monarchs is that idol Pow'r ! 

So dear is prompt obedience to a King ! 
Far, of reiiftancc be the trying hour ! 

God blefs us ! what a melancholy thing ! 

■ ret 

• What a niggardly fet of Reprefentatives we fend to Parlia- 
ment ! To fuffer his Majefty fo frtnuently to be begging for a 
huU money, is ftiamcful in the extreme. In God's name, let 
l^im have the Treasury at once. Had he been worth ten or 
eleven millions^ an economy would have been pardonable*^ 
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Yet oppofition-fraught to Ropl wifhcs. 

Quite counter to a gracious King's commands. 

Behold! th' AcAOfiMiciANS^ thofe ftrange fiihes/ 
For* Whbatly lifted their unhallow'd hands. 

S6 then, thofe fellows have not learnt to crawl. 

To play the Ipaniel, lick the foot, and fewn— 
Oh, be their bones by tigers broken all ! 
. Pleas'd, by wild horfes could I fee them drawn^ 

O Pitt ! with thee Pm forry, very forry ! 

Not make a poor Associate !— fuch a fbingf 
Who try'd to tarnifh thus the Royal Glory ? 

What rebel balloted againft his King ? 

Then, Sir, he is fo bountiful a man ! 

A catara6t of charitj^, I'll fay- 
Inform me any body, if you can, 

Unmark'd by liberality a day ! 

Wherever he walks, where'er his wild Career, 

Through Chelt'i^am, Weymouth, Exon, Ply 

MOUTH, lo! 
With joy his ftaring fubjefts all, fo dear. 
See frcMTi each ftep a ftrcam of glory flow. 

Thus 
• Therivalcaiididateof Mr. Laurence, 
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Thus, when that pretty animal an — , 
At night, on pavenaent gallops like the wind ; 

Fire kindling at his heels,, behold him pais ! 
How bright the fparkles that hop out behind ! 

Nurs'd on the dunghill of the fmiles of Kings, 
What mufhrooms daily, to furprife us, ftart ! 

So nimbly the feir vegetable fprings ! 
Such wamith prolific, can a finile impart ! 

Such is of Royalty the envied pow'r I 

Then periih evVy Academic Plant! 
Oh, may they feel nor fun, nor foft'ring fhow'r ! 

Blow round them, O ye cold, cold winds of Want I 

What Nabob ftrudhires rife, with wings outfprcad, 
Whofe owners' necks well merit to be lopp'd! 

With what fublimity they lift the head. 
By Death, and Ruin's ATLAs-fhoulderspropp'd! 

But fuch thy Matter's purity of , foul. 
His eyes upon the fword of Juftice feaft : 

^ Curfe on thePeari (he cries) by Rapine Role; 
ff Curfe on die di'monds of the bleeding Eaft! 



' o 
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'' Curfe on the villains that whole reahns delpoil ! 

" Ciirfe on the cruel hand (we hear him cry) 
.«* That fteak the fruit of Labour's honeft toil, 

" And draws the tear of blood from Pity's eye !" 

O Pitt ! what punifliment fliall we contrive. 
To fuit this faucy, felf- important crew ? 

How fhall we fmoke this academic hive. 
That ilipging makes us look fo very Hue? 

Oh, bid our Monarch draw his purfe-ftrings tight; 

Contract his open heart, of giant ftature ; 
Ufe cv'ry fpecies of little fpite. 

And violate for once his noble nature. 

Oh, bid our Sovereign take it not to heart; 

For downright brutes are Britons, nine in ten; 
At curbs and whips behold us afles ftart. 

And infolently claim the Rights of Men ! 

And yet, I moderation wifh to Kings ! 

Yes, yes, they fliould be merciful, though ftrong : 
As Sceptres have been found in France with wings, 

One would not Ipfe ^n Empjre for a Sonz. 



V 




ODES TO MISTER PAINE, 

AUTHOR OF 

^* RIGHTS OF MANj" 

ON THX INTENDEP CELEBRATION OF 

THE DOWNFALL OF THE FRENCH EMPIRE, 

BY A 

SET OF BRITISH DEMOCRATES, 

ON THE FOURTEENTH OF JULY. 



Aude afifusd hrevibus Gyarls, W carcere dlgmim^ 
Si vis effi alauis, m . , J p v £ V A f. . 



dDES TO MISTER PAINE, 

AUTHOR OF 

'' RIGHTS OF MAN." 



O D E L 



\) PAINE } thy vaft endeavour I admire! 
How brave the hope to fet a realm on fire ! 

Ambition^ fmiling, prais'd thy ^ant wifh: 
Compared to tbee, the Man, to gain a name. 
Who to Diana's temple put the flame, 

A fimple minnow to the King of Fish« 

Say, dkift thou fear that Britain was too bleft^ 
Of Peace thou moft delicious peft ? 
How fhameful that this pin's-head of an Isle, 
While half the Globe's in griefi fhould wear a fmile ! 
How dares the Wren amidft his hedges fing, 
While Eagles droop the beak, and flag the wing ? 

VoL.IIL F Oh, 
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Oh, muft the fcythe of Desolation fleep. 
So keen for carnage, flay its mighty fwcep. 

And Havock on his hunter drop his lafli ; 
Spurr'd, arm'd, and ripe to ftorm with groans the fky. 
To chafe an empire, and enjoy the cry. 

The cry of millions — ^what a glorious crafli ! 

What pity thy combuftibles were bad f 

How Death had grinn'd delight, and Hell been glad^ 

To fee our liberties overturning ; 
And War, whofe expeftation tiptoe ftood. 
Ready for hills of flain, and fcas of blood. 

Who drops his death's-head flag, and puts on 
iTiourhino: ! 



-o " 



Why, cur-like, didft thou fneak away, nay fly ? 
Dread'fl: thou of anger*d Justice the Iharp eye ? 

Return, and bring Mesdames Poissardes along: 
And lo, with Friendship's fqueeze and fire to meet'cmj 
And oaths of ev'ry hue to greet 'em. 

The fifterhood of Billingfgate ftiall throng. 

The jails may open all their dreary cells. 
Where Horror brooding on damnation dwells. 

And 



CDtS TO MtSTEH PAlWt. 6f 

And vomit forth their grifly bands ; 
Surrounded by this fqualid hoft, 
t^AiNE fhall their leader be, and boaftj 

Paine, Gordon, and Rebellion, fliall fhake hand*^ 

Importance, in a nut-lhell hide thy head ! 
/deem'd myfelf a dare-devil in rhyme. 
To wbifper to a King of modern time, 

And try to ftrike a royal foible dead 5 

While dauntlefs thou^ of trea/on mak'ft no boneSy 
But ftrik'ft at Kings tbmf elves upon their thrones I 
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XIeLL hears our pray'r ! — all is not loft- 
Behold a chofcn few, a boft^ 

Stand forth the Champions of the glorious cau(c ! 
The jails are opening ! — hark ! the iron doors ! 
Chains clank ! — the brazen throat of Tumult roars j 

And lo, the deftin'd Victims of the Laws ! 
Difgorg'd, they pour in darkening tribes along, 
And mingle with our Democratic Throng ! 

F 2 BfOLAM 
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Bedlam unlocks her melancholy cells ! 

Forth rulh the Maniacs grim, with joyful yells; 

They tear their blankets, clap their frenzied hands f 
They grind their teeth, they dance, they foam, they ftare; 
They rend with burfts of laughter wild the air : 

And join, they know not why, our thick'ning bands ! 

Thou Sun, withdraw thy hated day; 

To -ffithiop Darkness yield thy reign; 
And hide in clouds, O Moon, thy ray, 

Nor peep upon our fpeftre fcene ! 
Though faint thy folitary light. 
We feel thy feeble beam too bright. 

Ah ! Peace, thy triumph now is o'er ! 
Thy cheek fo cheerful fmiles no more ; 

Thine eye with difappointment glooms ! 
Our Mufic Ihall be Nature's cry; 
Our ears fhall feaft on Pity's figh — 

Lo, haggard Death prepares his tombs ! 

Hot with the fafcinating grape, we reel ; 
The full proud fpirit of Rebellion feel ! 
Son of Sedition, daring Paine, 

While- 
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While fpe«ch endues thy treafon tongue. 
Bid the roof ring with damned fong. 
And JErebus Ihall echo back die ftrain. 



SONG, 

BY MISTER PAINE. 

V^OME, good fellows all — Confufion's the toaft. 

And fuccefs to our .excellent caufe ; 
As we've nothing to Iq/e, lo, nought can be loft j 

So, perdition to Monarchs and Laws ! 

France fhows us the way — an example how great ! 

Then, like France, let us ftir up a riot; 
May our names be preferv'd by fome damnable feat. 

For what but a wretch would lie quiet ? 

As we all are poor rogues, 'tis moft certainly right. 
At the doors of the rich ones to thunder j 

Like the thieves who let fire to a dwelling by night,' 
And come in for a Ihare of the plunder. 

F 3 Who- 
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Whoever for mifchief invents the bcft plan, 
Beft murders, fets fire, and knocks down. 

The thanks of. our Club fhall be giv'n to that Man, 
And hemlock fhall form him a crown. 

Our Empire has tow*r*d with a luftre too long ; 

Then blot out this wonderful Sun ; 
Let us arm then at once, and in confidence ftrong 

Complete what dark Gordon begun. 

But grant a defeat — we are hang'd, and that's alls 

A punilhment light as a feather; — 
Yet we triumph in death, as we Catilines fall. 

And go to the Dqvil together. 



THE 

REMONSTRANCE. 

TO WHICH IS ADDED, 

AN ODE TO MY ASS; 

ALSO, 

THE MAGPIE AND ROBIN, 

A TALE; 

AN APOLOGY FOR KINGSj 

AND 

ANADDRBS3 TO MY PAMPHLET. 



httgir vita fcelerifyue purm, &c. &c. Hor. 

The Man of doye-Iike Innocence a fample. 
So fweet I fo mild I myfelf rtoTv, for example, 
Dlfdainsof Gossip Fame the titde-tattle ! 
He begs no News-Paper to fight his battle— 
Unmoy'd, with equal eye on all he looks 5 
The Lord's Anointed, and his loufy Cooks. 



J deem'd rude Clamour, in my days of youth. 
The folemn voice of all -commanding Truth : 

But now, no more creating awe and wonder : 
Old empty hogfheads, rumbling in a cart. 
That make fome people gape, and flare, and ftart, 

^s well may tell me, ^^ JVe're the Noble Thunder.'* 

P. Pindar. 
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O D E. 

Wide gapes the thoughtlefs mouth of moon-cy'd 

Wonder, 
While " gun, drum, trumpet, blunderbufs, and thun-^ 
der;* 
With Calumny's dark hounds the Bard purfue: 
" Bring on his marrow-bpnes th' apoftate down, 
" The turncoat-is a flatt'rer of the Crown ; 
" Burn all his verfes, burn the author too :" 

Such is the found of millions ! fuch the roar 

Of billows booming on the rocky Ihore ! 

" How chang'd his note ! (they cry) now Ipinning 

" In compliment to Monarchs of the times, [rhymes 

*' Who lately felt no mercy from his rancour j 
" The ftar-bedizen'd fycophants of ftate, 
" Blue-ribbon-d knaves have brib'd his pliant hate; 

*' Behold him at St. Jameses fnug at anchor.''* 

Thus 
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Thus on my ears, fo patient let me fay. 

They pour their rough, rude peals of groundlefs 
clamour : 
Battering, pell-mell, upon my head away, 

Juft like on anvils tlie fmith's fledge and hammer ! 

Howe'er the world in fcorn may (hake its head. 
Nor knave nor fool through me fhall current pais ; 

Too honeft yet, I thank my ftars, to fpread 
The Muse's filver o'er a lump of brafs, 

1 own the voice of Censure, very proper; 
Greatly refembling a tobacco-ftopper -, 
Confining all the feeds of fire fo flout. 
And quick in growth, when left to run about : 

But pofiibly I'm harden'd — ^yes, I fear 

Her frequent ftrokes have form'd a callous ear. . 

There was a time when Peter ghoft-like ftar'd 
When Censure tliunder'd — ftar'd with awe pro- 
found ; 
With fighs, to deprecate her wrath, prepared ; 
So chiird wirh horror at the folemn found i 

5 But 
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But harden'd, foon he gave his ague o*er; 

Looked up, and fiinil*d, and thought of her no niorc. 

Thus when an earthquake bids Jamaica tremble; 
On Sunday all the folks to church ajQTemble, 

To foothe Jehovah, fo devoutly ftudying— 
Proftrate they vow to keep his holy laws : 
Returning home, they fmite their hungry craws. 

And fcarce indulge them with a flice of pudding- 
Deeming, in earthquake-time, a dainty board, 
A lad abomination to the Lord ! 

Ere Sunday comes again, their hearts recover; 
The tempeft of their fears blown over. 
Fled ev'ry terror of the burning lake, 
. They think they have no bus'nefs now with church ; 
So, calmly leave th' Almighty in the lurch. 
And fm it— till he gives a Jecond fhake. 

The ladies too have join'd the gen'ral cry ! 

What! thofe divinities in Peter's /eye ! 

Angels in petticoats /—it ill behoves 'em : 
What! bite the conilant Stentor of their praife, 
Who robb'd the Mufes of t\it\x Jweeteji lays. 

To tell the world how much he loves 'em ! 

The 
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Xhc Bard, who vouches for their barmkjs fouls. 
And like another Cicero perfuades. 

The frenzied eye of admiration rolls- 
Ready to knpel and worfhip 'em-r-Oh, jades! 

Ladies and Gentlemen, 
Know, that I fcorn a proftituted pen ; 
No royal rotten wood, my verfe veneers — r 
Oh, yield me, for a moment yield your ears. 

Stubborn, and mean, and weak, nay fools indeed^, 
Though Kings may be, we miift fupport the breed. 

Yet join I iffue with you — ^yes, 'tis granted. 
That through the world fuch royal folly rules. 
As bids us think thrones advcrtife for fo'okj 

Yet is a Kine; a utenfil much wanted — 



*o 



A fcrew, a nail, a bolt, to keep together 
The fhip's old leaky fides in ftormy weather ; 
Which fcrew, or nail, or bolt, its work performs. 
Though downright ignorant of fhips and ftorms* 

I knuckle not — I owe not to the Great 

A thimble-full of obligation -, 
Nor lufcious wife have I, their lips to treat. 

To lift me to Preferment's funny ftation; 

Lik< 
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like many a gentleman whom Love promotes j 
Whofe lofiy front the ray of gold adorns; 

Rcfembling certain moft ingenious goats. 
That climb up precipices by their horns. 

I'm not obliged (believe my honeft word) 
To kifs — what Ihall I call 't ? — of any Lord : 
Not pepper-corn acknowledgment I owe 'em ; 
Nay, like the God of truth, I Jcarcely know 'em^ 

By me unprais'd are Dukes and Earls : 
At fuch moft commonly my imxtjnarls — 
My pride like thein indeed, the high-nos'd elves. 
Who love what's equal only to them/elves. 

As for Court virtues, wherefoe'er they lie, 

I leave them all to Laureate Pye, 

The fefhionable Bard, whom Courts revere; 

Who frotteth, with a grave and goodly pace^ 
Deep laden with his Sovereign, twice a year. 

Around Parnaffus's old famous bafe : 
Not only proving his great King alive. 
But that, like docks, the royal virtues thrive^ 

But I'm not qualified to be a hack; 

Too proud to carry lumber on my back : 

Too* 
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Too dainty is my Lady Mufc, I hope. 
Into a coalihed to convert her (hop ; 
Her fliop indeed — a very handfomc room, 
Fill'd with rich fpices and Pamaffian bloom,r 

Court Poets muft create — on trifles rant- 
Make fome thing out of nothing — ^Lord, I can't I 
Bards muft bid virtues crowd on Kings in fwarms, 

Howe'er from luch good company remote ; 
Juft as weil-natur'd heralds make up arms 

P or Nabob-robbers born without a coat. 

Fm a poor botching taylor for a Court, 

Low bred on liver, and what clowns call mugget:* 
Befides, what greatly too my gains would hurt, 

I cannot few gold lace upon a drugget. 

Say not I'm turrCd towards the Scepter'd Great : 
Talk not of Kings — I deem one half a cheat : 

Felt is their weaknefs — hufks, mere huflcs of men ! 
Yes, they create Nobility — I know it; 
The verieft ideot of them all can do it. 

And on the falcon's perch can place the wren. 

But 

• Part of the entrails of certain cattle. 
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But can a King command th' ethereal flame 
That clothes with immortality a name ? 

Oh, could the Race that fire ethereal catch I 
But no fuch privilege to Kings is giv'n: 
So very low their int'reft lies in Heav*n, 

They can' command enough to light a match. 

No, Sirs, and therefore pray be civil ; 
I've not yet bargained with the Devil. 

Yet grant me fold — Fve precedents a ftore ; 
Befides, we poets are confounded poor j 

And, ah ! how hard to ftarve, to pleafe Morality ! 
For Hunger, though a fav'rite of old Saints, 
Whofe pinching virtue pious hift'ry paints. 

Is reckoned now a fellow of bad quality: 
Not deem'd a gentleman — can't fliew his face. 
E'en where Saint Peter*s ^children give the gracel 
A rofy finner. Luxury yclept^ 
Long m his place hath eat, and drunk, and flept. 

Yes, (as IVe faid) we Bards are moftly poor. 
Can fcarcely drive gaunt Famine from the door ! 

That 

• Arckbifhop5, Biftiops, &c. 
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I'hat Helkon*s a hcllifh ftream, God knows ( 
Ah me ! moft rarely it PaHolian flows : 
Though fharp as hawks, and hungry too, and thicky 
Few ai*e the golden grains that Poets pick ; 
And yet each new adventurer of the Nine 
Deems all Parnaflus one mere golden mine. 

All this by way of wild digreflion — 
And now for my political Confeflion, 

Again, ye Crown-and-Anchor finners, 
I reprobate your revolution-dinners. 

Nature at times makes wretched wares; 
(Amongft the fmiling corn-like tares) 

Men with fuch mifcrable fouls ! 
Nought pleafes from die moment of their birth; 
With horror for a while they blot the earth. 

Then, crab-like, crawl into their burying-holcs.- 

How like a dreary dull December Day,' 
That (hows his muddy difcontented head^ 

Low'rs on the world awhile, then moves away 
In doom' and fullennels to bed I 



o* 



Have 
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tlave hot our Revolution hoft a few 
Of fouls of this fame jSEthiop hue ? 

Permit me. Sirs, to tefl you^ ye are mad; 
Your cafe, although not mortal, yet quite bad: 

An i^ly inflammation of the bra|n. 
Although a duU phyfician, I could find 
Something to calm (he huny of the mind. 

And bring you ba?k to common fcnfe again-^ 
The ftocks would 4o it> .gentlemen, or jails : 
A heavy nojirum — yet k rarely fails^ 

Lo, DRUNk.ENNESs, a bluft'riitg, btfllying bladdy 
The cock'd hat covering half one eye fo brave. 

As though dread valour were his meat, his trade. 
Nature a drivler, and the world his (lave: 

He rants, roars, prays, howls, fweafs, on boldly goes. 

To feize lu|i, moon, and planets, by the nofe; 

When lo. Night's IcMig-ftaflPd Guardian to him? 
Aeals^ 

Squirtts wiA one eye oil him,- and then the odief> 
To pillow well his head, trips up his h^ls,' 

And lays him on old earth, our common mother. 

iTovJlL G Thwccf 
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Thence at the round-houfe, in about an hour. 
Renews his poor debilitated pow*r 
Of comprehending, feeling, hearing, feeing— 
Yet is this Watchman too a heavy Being. 

Keel up lies Fran ce ! long may fhe keep that pofturc I 
Her knav'ryi folly, on the rocks have toft her; 

Behold the thoufands that furround the wreck I 
Her cables parted, rudder gone. 
Split all her fails, her main-maft down, 

Choak'd all her pumps, crufh*d in her deck; 
Sport for the winds, the billows o'er her roll ! 
Now am I glad of it with all my fouL 

France lifts the bufy fword of blood no more; 

Loft to its giant grafp the withered hand : 
O fay, what kingdom can her fate deplore. 

The dark difturber of each happy land ? 



To Britain an infidious damn*d lag 

Remember, Englilhmen, old Cato*s cry, 
; And keep that patriot model in your eye— 
His conftanucry, ** Dehnda ifi CAnrnAGo?^ 



Francs 
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France is our Carthage, that fworn foe to truth, 
Whofe perfidy deferves th* eternal chain ! 

And now (he's down, our Britifli bucks forfooth 
Would lift the ftabbing ftrumpet up agam. 

Love I the French ? — By heavens *tis no fuch matter ! 
Who loves a Frenchman, wars with fimple Nature. 

What Frenchman loves a Briton ? — None : 
Yet by the hand this enemy we take i 
Yes, blund'ring Britons bofom up the fnake. 

And feel themfelves, too late indeed, undone. 

The converfe chafte of day, and eke of night. 
The kifs-clad moments of fupreme delight. 

To Love's pure pkflion only due j 
The feraph-finile that foft-ey'd Friendship wears. 
And Sorrow's balm of fympathifing tears, 

Thofe iron fellows never knew. 

For this I hate them%— Art, all varnlfti'd art ! 

This doth Experience ev'ry moment prove: 
And hollow muft to all things be the heart. 

That foe to beauty, which deceives in lovi^ 

G a Hear 
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Hear me. Dame Nature, on diofe men of cofk'^ 
Blufti at a Frenchman's hearty thy handywork j 

A dunghill that luxuriant feeds 

The gaudy and the fankcft weeds : 
Deception, grufe-like, taints hs very core. 
Like flics in carrion — ^pr^ythce, make no mdrcw 

Not bur a neigbVrmg nation tro the French 
Have morals diat emit a ftronger ftench. 

That Chriftian nofes fcarcely can withfland : 
The Heart a dungeon, hollow, dark, and fbuly 
The dwelling of the toad, fnake, bat, and owl. 

Demons, and all the grimly fpeftre band. 

Mad fools !— And can wc deem the French profomd^ 
And, pleas'd, their infant politics embrace. 

Who drag a noble pyramid to ground. 
Without one pebble to fupply its place ? 

Yet arc they foUow'd, prais'd, admir'd, ador'di. 
Be, with fuch praife, thefe ears no longer bor'd T 
This moment could I prove it to the nation all. 
That verily a Frinchman is not rationah 

Yes^ 
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Yes, Frenchmen, this is my unvarying creed, 
*' Ye are not rational indeed ^ 
" So low have fond conceit and folly funk yc : 
** Only a larger kind of monkey !" 

^' What art thou writing now ? the 'VVorld exclaims^ 

** Thou nun oi br^s !'* 
Good World, no names, no namcs~I beg, no names— 
Writbg ?-~an Ode to my old fav'rite Ass. 

Not making royal yamilbr— no ! 

My Ass's virtues bi4 my numbers flow : 

Peter his name, my namefake, a good beaft; 

A fervant to my family fome years. 
To me is gratitude a turtle-feaft, 

A haunch of ven'fon that my tafte reveres ; 
And therefore I've been febncaring metre* 
All in jhe praife of honeft Peter. 



G 3 ODB 
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ODE TO MY ASS, PETER- 

vy THOU, my folcmn friend, of man dcfpis'd. 
But not by me defpis*d — rclpefted long ! 

To prove how much thy qualities arc prlz'd. 
Accept, old fellow-traveller, a fong. 

My great great Ancestor, of Lyric fame. 
Immortal ! threw a glory round the horffi 

Then, as I lit my candle at his flame. 
That candle (hall illumine tbee of courlc. 

For why not thou, in works- and virtues rich. 
In Fame's fair templp alfo boaft a niche ? 
How many a genius, *midft a vulgar pack, 
Oblivion ftufFs into her footy feck. 
Calmly as Jew oldrc'othes-mcn, in their bags. 
Mix fome great man's l^c'd coat with dirty ragsj 
Or fatin petticoat of fome fweet niaid. 
That o'er her beauties caft ;3in envious Ihade I 
And what's the reafon ? — reafon too apparent ! 
Ah ! " quia vate Ja^o parent ^^ 

M 
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As Horace fays, that bard divine, 

Whofe wits fo fortunately junnp with mine. 

Ah, Peter, I remember, oft, when tir'd 
And moft unpleafantiy at timfes bemir*d. 
Bold haft thou faid, " I'll budge not one mch further; 
" Andnow, young MASTER,you may kick ormurther/* 
Then have I cudgell'd thee — a fruitlefs matter ! 
For 'twas in vain to kick, or flog, or chatter. 
Though, BALAAM-like, I curs'd thee with a fmackj 
Sturdy thou dropp'dft thme ears upon thy back, 
And trotting retrograde, with wriggling t^l. 
In vain did I thy running rvimp aflail : 

For lo, between thy legs thou putt*dft thine heaa, 
And gaveft me a puddle for a bed* 
Now this wa3 fair — the adtion bore no guile : 
Thou duck'dft me not, like Judas, with a fmile. 
were the manners of fome Monarchs Jucb^ 
Who fmile cv'n in the clofe infidious hour 
That kicks th* unguarded minion from his pow'r ! 
But this is afking p'rhaps of Kings too much. 

Peter, little didft thou think, I ween. 
When I a fchoolboy on thy back was feen, 

G 4 Ridins 
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Riding thee oft, in attitude uncouth; 
For bridle, an old garter in thy mouth ; 
Jogging and whittling wild o'er hill and dale, 
Dn floes, or nuts, or ftrawb'rics to regale-^ 

I fay, O Peter, litde dldft thou think. 
That Tj thy namefakc, in immortal ink 
Should dip my pen, and rife a vcon^rtms Bardi 
And ga}n foch praife, Sublimity^s reward j 

But not the LAUREL-rr-honour. much too hi^} 
Giv'n by the King of Isles to J^^fter Pye, 
Who fings his Sovereign's virtues twice a yeaf^ 
Apd therefore canjiot chronicle Small Beer. 

Tet fimple as Mqntaigne, I'll tell thee true^ 
There are, who on my verfes look ajkew^ 

A^d call my lyric lucrubations ^/(^; 
But Tm a m$deji^ not unconnyinge elf. 
Or I could ^vfjnch things about myjelf-^ 

But God forbid that I ffiould puff! 

Yet natural are Jeljijh predileftions ! 

Jikc fnakfs they writhe abput the heart's afFe(5lionS| 
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And fometimes too infufe a poifonous fpirit; 
Producing, as by nat^ralifts Vm told. 
Torpid infenfibilky, fo cold 

To ev'ry brother's rifing merit. 

Wits to each other juft like Iqadftones a^l. 
That do not always like firm friends attraSf; 
Though of the fame rare nature, (ftrangc to tell !^ 
The litde harden'd rogues as oft refeL 

But to, of fbee V\l fpeak, my long-ear*d friend I 
Great were the wonders of thy heels of yore 1 

Viftorious, for lac'd hats didft thou contend ; 
And ribbons grac*d thy ears — a gaiidy ftorc. 

Buff breeches too have crown'd a proud proud day. 
Not tbpu, but which thy rider wore away ; 
Triumphant ftrutting through the world he ftrode. 
Great foul ! deferving an Olympic Ode. 

« 
Thy bravery often did I much approve; 
Rais'd by that Queen of Paffions, Lov?» 
Whene'er in Love*s delicious frenzy croft 
B7 long-ear'd brothers, lo, wert thou a bqfi! 

Lovi 
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Love did diy lion-heart widi courage fteel ! 
Qgicker than that of Vestris mov'd thy hed : 
Here, there, up, down, in, out, how thou didft finite! 
And then no Alderman could match thy bite ! 

And is thy race no more rever'd ? 
Indeed 'tis greatly to be fear'd ! 

Yet fhalt Thou flourifli in immortal fong. 

To me if immortality belongs 

For ftranger things than this have come to pafs — 
Posterity thine hift'ry Ihall devour. 
And read withpleafure bow^ when vernal (how'r 

In gay profufion rais'd the dewy grafs, 

I led thee forth, thine appetite to pleafe. 

And *mid the verdure faw thee up to knees ! 

HoWy oft I pluck'd the tender blade ; 

And, happy, bow thou cam'ft at my command. 
And wantoning around, as though afrai(^ 

With poking neck didft pull it from my hand. 
Then fcamper, kicking, frolickfome, away. 
With fuch a fafcinating bray ! 

Where 
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Where oft I paid thee vifits, and where thou 
Didft cock with happinefs thy kingly ears, 

And grin fo 'witchingly, I can't tell how. 
And dart at me fuch friendly leers ; 

Widi fuch a fmiling head, and laughing tail ; 

And when I mov'd, boWy grie v'd, thou feem'dft to fay, 
** Dear Master, let your humble Ass prevail; 

" Pray, Master, do not go away"— 
And bow (for what than friendftiip can be fweeter ?) 
1 gave thee grafs again, O pleafant Peter, 

And bow^ when Winter bade the herbage die. 
And Nature mourn'd beneath the ftormy Iky j 
When waving trees, furcharg'd with chilling rain^ 
Dropp'd feeming tears upon the harafs'd plain, 
I gave thee a good ftable, warm as wool, 
Widi oats to grind, and hay to pull : 
Thus, whilft abroad December ruPd the day. 
How Plenty Ihew'd within^ the blooming Mav ! 



And lo, to future times it (hall be known, 
JEfcw, twice a day, to comb and rub thee down. 
And be thy bed-maker at night, 

Thy 
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Thy groom attended, both with hay and oat. 
By which thy back could boaft a handfomc coat. 

And laugh at many a fine Court Lord and Knight 
Whofe ftrutting coats belong p'rhaps to the tailor. 
And probably their bodies to the jailor ! 

What though no dimples thou haft got; 
Black fparkling eyes (the fafhion) are thy lot. 

And oft a Vitching fmile and cheerful laugh; 
And then thy cleanlinejs ! — 'ti$ ftrange to utter { 
Like fin, thy heels avoid a pool, or gutter; 

And then the ftr^am fo daintily doft quaff! 
Unlike a country alderman, who blows. 
And b the mug baptizeth mouth and nofe ! 

What though IVe heard fomc voices fweeter; 
Yet cxquifite thy hearing, gentle Peter ! 
Whether a judge of mufic, I don't know— 

If fo, 
T'hou haft th* advantage got of many a fcorc 
That enter at the Opera door. 

Some people think thy tones zrt rather coarfe; 

Ev'n love-fick tones, addrefs'd to Lady AfTes— 
Qlfaves indeed of wond'rous force ; 

And yet thy voice full many a voice furpalTcs. 

$ LOR] 



LoRd Cardigan, if rightly I divine. 
Would very gladly give his vbice for sbiftei 

And Lady MouNt,* hef Majesty's fine foil^ 
For whom perfumers, barbers, vainly toil^ 
Poor lady ! who has quarrellM with die Graces^ 
Would very willingly change facss. 

How honour'd once^vftrt thoit \ but ah, lio more? 
Thus too dtjpiid the HzrAs-^^eJieem'd of yore ! 
How rat4d once, the tuneful TaisEs of Greece! 
Deem'dmuch likedi'monds— thoufands worth a piccfe 1 

How greai *^as Pindar's glory !■— ^On a day^ 
Enterihg Apollo's church, to pray. 
The Lady of the facred fane, or Mtftrejst 
Or, inmoreclaffic term, the Priestbss> 
Addrefs'd him with ineffable delight-^ 

" Great Sir, (quoth fhe) in pigs, ahcf (heej), aisrf 
calves, 

^ Mailer Uijijis ttpotCt that you go halves : 
^ To b$ef his Godlhip alfo gives you right/' 

Th\is 

* Hfef M ^ « » J ' y is alWays happy Xti have Lady MowifT 
l-^— - by k^r iide^ as being one of thenglicft women in Engv 
-iii'fhofV Ms LoftDSHiP in pmicmts^ 
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Thus did die Twain moft hearty dinners makci 
Pindar and Phcebus eating fteak and fteak: 
When too (Pausanias fays,) to pleafe the God—* 
Between each nciouthful, Pindar fung an Ode ! 

Thus half a Deity was this great Poet ! 

Now this was grand in Phcebus — vaftly civil — • 
How chang'd are things ! theprefent mpments (how if; 

For Bard is now fynonymous with Devil! 

Juft to three hundred years ago, I fpeak — 
How Jimple Jcbolarjhip was wont to rule ! 

A man like Doctor Parr, that moutVd but Guek^ 
Was almoft worfliipp'd by the Sage and Fool ; 

Deem'd by the world indeed a firft-rate ftar. 

How difPrent now the fate of Doctor Parr ! 

Unknown he walks ! — his name no infants lilp — 
Not only reckon'd not a firft-rate ftar 
Is this our Greek man. Doctor Parr^ 

But, Gods ! not equal to a will-o'-wifp ! 

Plague on't ! how niggardly the trump of Fame^ 
That wakes not '^Bellendenus on the ftielf ! 

The 

• The Preface to Bellendenus Was a coup d*ejjai of the Doctor'* 
for a Bifhoprick — it was the child of his dotage. The pap of PartjT 
fupported it fome little time ; when, after feveral ilruggle» xm 
remain amongft us, it paid the laft debt of nature. 
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The world fo ftill, too, on the Doctor's name. 
The man is really forc'd to praife bimfelf! 

" Archbilhops, Biftiops," (fo fays Doctor Parr) 
" By Alpbuy Betay merely , have been made : 

" Why from the mitre then am / fo far i 
** So long a dray-horfe in this thundering trade ? 

** O Pitt, ihame on thee ! — art thou Jiill to feek 

" Thc/oul of wifdom in the found of Greek ?** 

Peter, luppofe we make a bit of ftyle. 
And reft ourfelves a litde while ? 



IN CONTINUATION. 

THUS endeth Doctor Parr ; and now again. 
To thee, as good a fubjeft, flows the flrain. 
Permit me, Peter, in my lyric canter, 
Juft to fpeak Latin — " temper a mutantur /'" 

l^ngs did not fcorn to prefs your backs of yore ; 

But now, with humbled neck arid patient face. 
Tied to a thievifli miller's dufty door, 

I mark thy fall'n and difregarded race. 

4 To 
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To chimncy-fwecpcrs now a common hack' ; 
Now with a brace of &nd-bags on you!r back ( 
No gorgeous fadcflcs yours---no iv'ry cribs i 
No lilken g^ furnnind your ribs -, 

No Royal hands your checks with pfealbre pat ;- 
Cheeks by a roguifh haker preft-^ 
Your ears and rump, of infolence the jeft j 

Dragg^dy krck'd, and ptrmmcll'd, by a beggar's brat. 

Thus, as IVe faid, your race is much degraded ! 
And much too is die Poet's glory faded ! 

A tinnie there was, when Kings of this. fair LANiDy 
So meek, would creep to PoEirs, cap in hand. 
Begging, as 'twere for alms, a grain . of fiunc. 
To fweeten a poor putrifying name*— 
But paft are thofe rich hours ! ah ! hours efyore^f 
Thofe golden fands of Time Ihall glide no morev 

Yet are we not in thy dijcardei ftate, 
Whate'er may be ^t future will orFAtE ; 
Since, as we find by Pyje, (what ftiil muft pride us.^ 
Kings twice a year c^n condcfccnd to ride us. 
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AN AFTER-REFLEGTION, 

NOW, World, thou feeft the ftufFof which Pm made a 
Firm to the honour of the tuneful Trade 5 
Leaving^ with high contempt, the Courtier clafs. 
To ling the merits of the humble Ass, 

Yet Ihould a mirade the Palace men^ 

And high-nos*d Sal'sb'ry to the Virtues fend. 

Commanding theni to connie and chat with Kings | 
Well pleas'd repentant Sinners to fupport. 
So help me. Impudence, Til go to Court ! 

Befidesj I dearly love to fee grange things. 



VoL.m. H How 
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P R O E M I U M 



TO THE 



MAGPIE AND ROBIN RED-BREAST- 



Low varied are our taftes ! Daiiie Nature*s plan, 
All for wife reafons, fmce the world began i 

Yes, yes, the good old Lady afted right: 
Had things been otherwije, like wolves and bears. 
We all had fall'n together by the ears — 

One objeft had produc'd an endlefs fight. 

Nettles had ftrew*d Life's path inftead of ro/esi 

And multitudes of mortal faces. 
Printed with hiftories of bloody nofes. 

Had taken leave of abfence of the Graces* 

Now interrupting not each other's line. 

You ride your hobby-horfe, and /ride mine — 

Tou prefs the blue-^ey'd Chloe to your arms. 

And /the black-ey*d Sappho's browner charnis: 

Thus fituated in our different bliffes, 

Wc fquint not envious on each other's kiffes. 

♦ Yet 



Ifct arc therd jRnne exceptions to this rule : 
Wc meet with nbw and then a ftubborn fool. 
Dragooning us into his prediledtions ; 
As though there was no difference in affcftionsi 
And that it was the booby's firm belief*. 
Pork cannot pleafe, becaufe he doats on ieifl 
Again — how weak the ways o(/ome, and fad ! 
One would fuppofe the Man-creatibft mad; 

Lo! this poor fellow, foUy-drunlc,* he rambles. 
And flings himfelf into Misfortune's brambles^ ' 

In foil purfoit of Happinesses tre'afure; 
When, with a little glance of circumfpeftion, 
A muftafd-grain of fenfe — a child^s reflexion— 

The fool had cours'd the velvet lawn of Plbasuri. 

Idly he braves the furge, and roaring gale; 

When Reason, if confulted with a fmile, 
kad tow'd through ifummcr fcas his filken /ail^ 

And lav'd a dangerous and Herculean toiL 

ACS, as iVe fomewhere faid above, I findj 
"That many a man has many a mind. 

Hi How 
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How I hate Drunkenness, a nafty pig! 

With fnufF-ftain*d neckcloth, without hat or wig^ 

Reeling, and belching wifdom in one's face ! 
How I hate BXtlly Uproar from my foul. 
Whom nought but whips arid prifons can controul, 

Thofe neceffary implements of Grace ! 

Yet altars rife to Drunkenness and Riot- 
How few to mild Sobriety and Quiet I 

Thou art my Goddcfs, Solitude — ^to thee. 
Parent of dove-ey*d Peace, I bend the knee 1 

O with what joy I roam thy calm retreat. 
Whence foars the lark amid the radiant hour. 
Where many a varied chafte and fragrant flower 

Turns coyly from Rogue Zephyr's whifper fwcetX 
Bleft Imp ! who wantons o'er thy wide domain. 
And kiflfes all the Beauties of the plain: 

Where, happy, *mid the all-enlivening ray,. 
The infeft nations fpend the bufy day. 

Wing the pure fields of air, and crawl the grounij 
Where, idle none, the Jew-like myriads range, 
Juft like the Hebrews at high 'Change, 

Difilifing hum of Babel-notes around! 

Whcr« 
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Where Health fb wild and gay, with bofom bare. 
And rofy cheek, keen eye, and flowing hair. 
Trips with a fmile the breezy fcenes along. 
And pours the Ipirit of content in fong ! 

Thus taftes are various, as Tve faid before— 
fbffe damn moft cordially, what tbqfe adore. 
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lOJl THI MAOFII 

THE \^ 

MAGPIE 

AND 

ROBIN RED-BREAST; 
A TALE. 

JrL MAGPIE, in the fpirit of romance. 
Much like the fam'd Reformers now of Fran€B| 

Flew from the dwelling of an old Poissarde; 
Where, fomptimes in his cage, and fometimes out^ 
He juftified the Revolution rout. 

That is, call'd names, and got a fop for his reward* 

Red-hot with Monarch-roafting coals, 
Juft like his old fifli-thund'rmg Dame, 

He left the Queen of crabs, and plaice, and folcs. 
To kindle in Old England's realm a flame. 



*0"" 



Arriy'd at evening's philpfophic hour. 
He refted on a rural antique towVi 
Some Baron's caftlc in the days of old j 



WhCT 
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When furious wars, mifnomer'd civil. 
Sent mighty chiefs to fee the Devil, 

Leaving behind, their bodies for rich mould, 
That pliable from form to form patroles^ 

Making frefh houfes for new fouls.. 

Perch on the wall, he cocks his tail and eye, 
And hops like modern beaux in country dances -, 

Looks dev'lifli knowing, with his head. 
Squinting with connoiflfeurlhip glances. 

All on a fudden. Maggot ftarts and ftares. 
And wonders, and for fomewhat ftrange prepares 5 

But lo, his wonder did not hold him long — 
Soft from a bufli below, divinely clear, 
A modeft warble melted on his ear, 

A plaintive, foothing, foKtary fong — 

A ftealing, timid, unprefuming found, 
Afra;id dim Nature's deep repofe to, wound; 

That hufh'd (a death-like paufe) the rude Sublime. 
This was a novelty to Mag indeed. 
Who, pulling up his Ipindle-lhanks with fpeed, 

propp'd from his turret, half-devour'd by Time, 
H 4 4l(i 
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A la Fratifoife^ upon the fpray. 

Where a lone Red-breaft pour'd to eve, his lay^ 

Starmg the modeft minftrel in the face ; 

Familiar, and with arch grimace, 

He conn'd the dufky warbler o*er and o'er^ 

As though he loiew him years before ; 

And thus began, with feeming great civility. 

All in the Paris eafe of volubility — 

" What— Bobby ! dam'me, is it yoUy 
*^ That thus your prptty phiz to mufic fcrew, 
^' So far from hamlet, village, town, and city, 
^^ To glad old battlements with dull pfalm ditty ? 

^' 'Sdeath ! what a pleafant, lively, merry fcene I 
^^ Plenty of bats, and owls, and ghofts, I ween ; 
^^ Rare midnight fcreeches, Bob, betweien you all ! 
*' Why, what's the narne on't, Bobby ? Difinal I^all ? 

♦' Come, to be ferious— curfe this queer qld (pot, 
'^ And let thy owlilh habitation rot ! 

" Join m0y and foon in riot will wp revjel : 
f ' rU teach thee how to curfe, and call folks names. 
^' And be expert in treafon, murder, flames, 

^^ And rnpft divitfely play die dpviU 
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'* Yes, thou fhalt leave this fpeftred hole, 
'^ And prove thou haft a bit of foul : 

" Soon fhalt thou lee old ftupid London dancti 
'^ There will we (hine immortal knaves ; 
*^ Not fteal unknown, like cuckoos, to our graves^ 

f^ But imitate the geniuses of France. 

'* Who'd be that monkifli, cloifter'd thing, a mufcle ? 

" Importance only can arife from buftle ! 

" Tornado, thunder, lightning, tumult, ftrife— 

^' Thefe cbarsni end add a dignity to life# 

" That thou fliouldft choofe this Ipot, Is monftrous odd ; 

" Poh, poh ! thou canft not like this life, by G— !'* 

" Sir !" like one thunder-ftricken, flaring widc'^ 
" Can you be ferious. Sir?" the Robin cry'd. 
" Serious!'* rejoin'd the Magpie, *'aye, my boy— 
" So come, let*s play the devil, and enjoy." 

" Flames!" quoth the Robin — '^ and in riot revel, 
*' Call names, and curfe, divinely play the devil ! 
" I cannot, for nny life, the fun difcern.*' 
"No I— blulh then, Bob ! and follow me, and learn/* 

*« Excufc 



.ia6 THE MAGPIE 

" Excufe me, Sir/' the modeft Hermit cry'd— ^ 
" Hell's not the hobby-horfc I wifli to ride." 
*^ Hell !" laugh'd the Magpie— "hell ho longer dread j 
f* Why, Bob, in France the Devil's lately dead: 

^' DamnatiGn vulgar to a Frenchman's hearing — 
*' The world is only kept alive for fwearing. 
?* Againft futurity they all proteft; 
*5 And God and Heav'n are grown a (landing jeft. 

** Brimftone and fm are downright out of falhion ; 
** France is quite alter'd — now a thinking nation; 
*^ No more of penitential tears apd groans ! 
" Philosophy has crack'd Religion's bones, 

^* As for your Saviour ,of a wicked world, 

** Long from his confequence has be been hurl'd t 

*' They 4o acknowledge 7«^i& a man, d'ye feej 

" But then they call him fimple Monsieur Christ* 

" Bob, for thy ignorance, pray blufh for ihame-- 

** Bchpld, fby Doctor Priestley /ays the Jame^ 

'^ Well ! now thou fully art convinced — let's go." 
" What curfed doftrine !" quoth the Robin, '* No— 

'^ I won't 
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^^ I won't go — no ! thy fpceches make mc (huddcr/^ 
*' PwrRoBiN !" quoth the Magpie, "whatapudder! 
f' Be damn'd, then, Bobby*'— flying off, he rav'd— • 
** And, (quoth the Robin) Sir, may you ht/av*dV^ 
Thi$ l^d, the tuneful Sprite renew*d his lay; 
A Iweet and farewell hymn to parting Day* 



I 



In Thomas Paine the Magpie doth appear: 
That Tm Poor Robin, is not quite Jo clear. 



POSTSCRIPT. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

TO THE CANDID READER. 

X REALLY think that this Talc of the Magpie 
and Robin ought immediately to have followed the 
Remonstrance : but as i/j/brder, inftead of order^ 
is thjs leading feature of my fublime Lyric Brethren 
of old, I fhall take the liberty of fheltering myfelf 
tinder the wing of their Jacred names. The fable 
was written in cgnfequence of a ftrenuous application 
of a red-hot Revolutionist to a Poet in the coun- 
try, prefling him to become, a Member of the Ordir 
of Confusion. 
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AK 

APOLOGY FOR KlNog. 

xtLS want of candour really is not right, 
1 own my Satire too inclined to Mfei 
On Kings behold it hreakfafiy dine^ znd/upi 
Now fliall fhc prai/e^ and try to make it up. 

Why will the fimple wotld expeft wife things 
From lofty folk, particularly Kings ? 

Look on their poverty of education ! 
Ador'd and flatter'd, taught that they are Gods ^ 
And by their awful frowns and nods, 

Jove-like, to Ihake the pillars of creation ! 

They fcofn that little ufefullMP calPd Mind, 
Who fits them for the circle of Mankind ! 
Pride their companion, and the World their hatci 
Immur'd, they doze in ignorance and fhte. 

Sometimes, indeed. Great Kings will conde/cend 
A little with ^6x JuhjeSts to unbend I 

S An 



Il6 Aif APOLOGY FOR KINGSi 

An inftance take — A King of this great land^ 

In days of yore ^ we undirftandj 
Did vifit Salisbury's old church to fair: 

An Earl of Pembroke was the Monarch's gtiidc j 

Incog, they travelled, Ihuffling fide by fide; 
And into the Cathedral ftolc the Pair* 

The Verger met them in his blue filk gown^ 
And humbly bow'd his neck with rev'rencc down^ 

Low as an afs to lick a lock of hay : 
Looking the frightened Verger through and throughi 
All with his eye-glafs — " Well, Sir, who arc you ? 

" What, what, Sir?— hey. Sir?'* deigned the King 
to fay* 

*^ I am the Verger here, moft mighty ♦ Kino t 
** In this Cathedral I do ev'ry thing; 

*^ Sweep it, an't pleafe ye. Sir, and keep it clean/''^ 
*^ Hey? Verger! Verger! you the Verger ? — hey?"* 
♦* Yes, pleafe your glorious Majesty, I ^^,'* 

The Verger anfwer*d, with the mildeft mieiii 

Then 

• *the Reader will be pleafed to obfervc, that the Vbrgbr^ 
of all the fons of thr Church, wat xk^only ONi entniftcd witir 

the ROYAL INTENTION. 



AK APOLOGY^ FOR KINGS^ III 

Then tum*d the King about towards the Peer, 
And wink'd, and laugh'd; then whilper'd in his ^af, 
^* Hey, hey — what, what — fine fellow, 'pon my word : 
*^ rU knight him, knight him, knight him — hey, my 

Lord?" 
Then with his glafs, as hard as eye could ftrain. 
He kenn'd the trembling Verger o'er again. 

" He's a poor Verger, Sire," his Lordfliip cry'd: 
*^ Sixpence would handfomely requite him." 

*^ Poor Verger, Verger, hey?" the King reply'd : 
*^ No, no, then, we won't knight him — no, won't 
knight him." 

Now to the lofty roof the King did raife 

His glafs, and fkipp'd it o'er with founds of praifej 

For thus his marv'ling Majesty did fpeak: 
^* Fine roof this. Matter Verger, quite complete; 
** High— high and lofty too, and clean and neat: 

" What, Verger, what ? mopy mop it once a week V* 

^ An't pleafe your Majesty," with marv'ling chops,' 
The Verger anfwer'd, ^' we have got no mops 
« In Sal'fb'ry that wiU reach fo high." 

'^ Not 
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*^ Not mep, no, no, not mdp it,*' quoth the Kingf^ 
*^ No, Sir, ^«r SaVJb'ry mops do no fuch thing; 
*^ They might as well pretend to fcrub the Jkj^^ 

MORAL. 

This little anecdote doth plamly fliow 

That Ignorance, a King too often lurches; 

For, hid from Art, Lord ! how Ibould Monarchy 
know 
The nat'ral hiftory of mops and churches ? 



STORV THE SECOND. 

FROM Sal*fb'ry Church to Wilton Houfe fo granrf^ 
Returned the mighty Ruler of the Land-^ 

" My Lord, you've got fine ftatues," faid the King* 
" A few I beneath your royal notice. Sir," 
Reply'dLord Pembroke — « Stir, my Lord, ftir, ftiri 

«* Let's fee them all, all, all, all, w'ry thing. 

« Who's 



^^ AN APOLOGY FOR KIIlG^. 1IJ 

^ Who*s this ? who's this ? who's this fine fellow here ?" 

** Sesostris,'* bowing lowj reply'd the Peer. 

** Sir Sostris^ hey ? Sir Sostris ? *pon my word ! 

*^ Knight or a Baronet, my Lord ? 

*^ One of my making ? what, my Lord, my making V 

This, with a vengeance, was miftaking ! 

*^ J^-sosTRis, SiKEy* /o fofty the Peer reply 'd i 
** A famous King of Egypt, Sir, of old." 

*^ Poh, poh !" A^inJlruSe J Mo^AKCH fnappifh cry'd, 
*^ I need not that— I need not that he told." 

^ Pray, pray, my Lord,- who*s that big fellow there ?" 
*' *Tis JHercules," replies the Ihrinking Peer. 
*' Strong fellow, hey, my Lord ? ftrong fellow, hey ? 
** Cleaned ftables! cracked a lion like a flea; 
** Kill'd fnakes, great fnakes^ that in a cradle found 

hin>-^ 
** The Queen, Queen's commg! wrap an apron 

round him.* 



» 
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Ii4 Am At^OtOCY FOR KIIIG^^ 



OUR Moral is not tnerdy water-grucl ; 
It fliows that curiofity's a jewel ! 

It (hows with Kmgs that Ignorance may dwell i 
It ftiows that fubjefts muft not give opinions 
To People reigning over wide dominionsj . 

As information to greaf Folk, is hell : 

It ftiows that bfiCENCY may live with Kings, 
On whom tlie bold ^/r/«-men turn their backs 3 

And ftiows (for numerous are the naked things) 
That fancy Statues fhould be lodged m/ackst 



ADDRESS 



ADDRESS TO MY B O O M. 

AN ELEGY; 

V^HILD of my love, gd forth, and try thy fate: 
Few arc thy frieiids, and manifold thy foes I 

Whether or long of fliort will be thy date, 
FutukiTY's dark volume only knows* 

Much criticifm, alas ! will be thy lot ! 

Severfe thine ordeal, I am fore afraid ! 
S6me judges will iondemn^ and others not : 

jSome C2S\ thy form/tf i^tf^/zW-^-others, fiadii 

Yes, Child, by multitudes wilt thou be tried ! 

Ayife men, and fools, thy merits will examine: 
JT^e xhrougjx' much prudence^ may thy virtues iW^; 

Tbefij through viU rancour ^ or the dread of famine i 

Proved will it be indeed (to make thee fhrink) 
What metal Nature in thy mafe did knead : 

A * melting proeefs will be us*d, I think j 
That is to fay, large quantities of Uad^ 

I a B^ 
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By feme indeed will Nitre's fuming fpirit 
Be o'er thy form fo Iweet, fo tender, thrown 5 

Perchance a Mafter hand may try thy merit ; 
Perchance an Imp by Folly only known. 

Now, now I fancy thee a timid hare. 

Started for beagles, hounds, and curs, to chacc I 
A mongrel dog may fnap thee up unfair; 

For Spite and Hukger boaft but little grace. 



o* 



Long are thy legs (I know), and ftout for running; 

And many a trick haft thou within thy brain; 
But guns and greyhounds are too much for cunnings 

Join'd to the rav'nous pack of Thomas Paine I 

And now a Lamb ! — What devils now-a-days 
The butchering Shop of Criticism employs I 

Eaqh beardlefs villain now cuts up, and flays ; 
A gang of wanton, brutal, 'prentice boys ! 

Ah me ! how hard to reach the dome of Fame I 
Knock'd down before fhe gets halfway, poor Mufe ! 

For many a Lout that cannot gain a name> 
(Rebus and riddle maker) now reviews! 

'4 ' Pock 
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Poor jealous Eunuchs in the land of Taste, 
Too weak to reap a harvcfl: of fair praife; 

Malicious^ lo, they lay the region wafte. 
Fire all they can, and triumph at the blaze ! 

Too oft, with talents bleft, the cruel Few 

Fix on poor Merit's throat, to ftop her breath: 

How like the beauteous * Fruit, that turns of Dew 
The life ambrofial, into drops of Death ! 

Sweet Babe, to Weymouth Ihouldft thou find thy way ! 

The King, with curiofity fo wild. 
May on a fudden fend for thee, and fay, 

" See, Charly, Peter's childr---fine child, fine 
child: 

*' Ring, ring for Schwellenberg ; ring, Charly, 
ring; 
*^ Show it to Schwellenberg; Ihow, (how it, 
fliow it : 
^' She'll fay. Got dem de Jaucy Jloopid ting^ 

*' I bate more worfe as bell what come from Poet.'"^ 

I 3 Yet 

• The mortifying powers of dew or rain falling from t^Q 
Manchineel tree^ are univerfall^r known. 
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Yet will JefM Courtiers all at once be glad ! 

Leeds, Hawksb'ry, Sal'sb'ry, Brupeneel, >41I 
rejoice \ 
porgft how oft thy Brothers made them mad. 

And echo through the realm the royal voice. 

And then for Me his Majesty may fcndj 

(Making fome people grumble iiji dieir gizzard?) 

With Drake's n6wplace,perchance, thy Sire befrichdl 
First Fly-catcher to good Queen Char- 
lotte's * Lizards ! 

• The ftory of the Lizards is as follows : — At a Board of 
pREEN Cloth lately, which aflembled, as ufual, with due 
decorum, to deliberate on the /pedes of food proper to be givfen 
to the Lions of.BucKiNCHAM-HousE, the folemnity of the 
meeting was interrupted by the fudden Gothic irruption, and 
felf-introduftion, of a fervant of Sir Francis Drake, one of 
the Honourable Board ; which fervant, a true Devonshire 
Dump LIN, opening an ejl-wide pair of jaws, exclaimed thus: 
*' ZtJR Vrancis, I'm a zent to ax if yow've a cortf ennyj 
^* more Vices § — Have ye cort enny, Zur Vrancis ?'* The 
Baronet hemmed, winked, nodded, knitted his brows, flare^i 
fhrugged up his ihoulders, blew his nofe, bit his lips at poor 
NuMPs : but all the face-making hints were thrown a\fay. 
" Why, ZuR Vrancis, I zay, (continued Numps) Madam 
" Zwellingburg wanth to know if yowVe a nabb'd enny 
'* more ^/^^i/'"TheBpARDftooddmazed!—SiR Francis blufhed 
for %\m frji time. At length, revovering from his confufion, 

and 
f For caught^ J Any? ^ Flies. 



ADDRESS TO BfV BOSK^ 1 19 

%ni bidding the fellow, in an angxy tone, go about his bufinefs^ 
he very candidly informe4 the Board, that Her Majesty 
had lately received a prefent of Lizards j that fhe had ordered 
Mistress Schwellenb^rg to catch ^>/ for them; but that, 
to oblige Mistress Schwellenberg, who kindly invited 
him to dine with her three or four times a week, l^e promifed to 
fifiift her in her Fly-hvnt ; in fhort, to be her Deputy Fly- 
catcher, and not Fii^ Fly-catcher, as the Elbqy 
frrpnepni|y pro9la^eth. 



1. 



MORE MONEYl 

OR, 

ODES OF INSTRUCTION 

TO 

MISTER PITT: 

WITH 

A VARIETY OF OTHER CHOICE MATTERS. 



. ^id nm wiortalia feffcre cogit^ 
Jkn facra ftmex f Viicit. 

O Gold 1 thou precious £ifcinatuig evil. 
Say, with what foul thou haft not playM the devil ? 



FleSert fi ntftm Superotf Acheronta Mwve^. ViiGii,. 

Qo to the Houie— begi threaten, nay, nrnpel fbr^t : 
Yft muft have Money, though we (hake all Hell fbr^u 



READEKi 

J. Hl^ rumour of an intended and fpeedy application to 
Parliament for more Money for the King, gave bkrth to 
the following Odes. Though by no means an advocate 
for Mr. Paine's violent fyftem of Revolution, I am too 
much the Poet of the People, not to ling for a Reformat 
tion. To the Odes is fubjoined a fort of make- weight 
Poetry. As the Pieces are alluded to in the Odes, I 
deemed it not amifs to publifh them— To be fure, they 
^dd to the price as well as the bulk of the PamphUt ; but, 
as I ftill profefs myfclf free from political corruption, 
notwithftanding a wicked report to the contrary, (for 
ORE AT Poets as well as great K?ngs may be traduced) 
I flatter myfelf that thou wilt be proud of the opportu- 
nity of payings fmall tribute to Public Virtue. 

P. P. 



ODES 

TO 

MISTER PITT, 6cc. 



ODE L 



IVlORE Money wanted! — 'tis a brazen lie; 
Tis Opposition's dilappointed cry; 

A poifon'd ftiaft to wound the beft of Kings. 
More Money ! — ^'tis a poor invented ftory. 
To cloud with dire difgrace the King of Glory; 

Damn'd fhec;rs to clip his Fame's exalted wings. 

More Money ! — 'tis a little dirty tale. 

To fink of popularity the gale 

That wafts the name of George to utmoft earth ; 

A fiiake that Ihould be ftrangled in its birth. 

More Money !— *Tis a party-trick fo mean. 
To make us fick of our good King and Queen I 



Wc 



1:6 Moki MONir» 

We have A6 more to give — a txuce to grants. 
That make the State a field devoured by ♦ want*! 
The ruft that eats the cannon — the rank weed 
That dares the ycffers eourfe fuWimc impede ; 
The worm that gnaws its native, keel, th' ingratei^ 
And opes the world of waters for its fate j 
A fpreading cancer that demands the knife;' 
That, wolf-like, preys upon the Nation's life; 

More Money ! — ^what a found ! the fokmn bdf 
That tolls the Cdnftitution's knell. 

Clap a hot iron on the patriotr tongue^. 

For loading fpotlefs Majefly tx^ith wrongs i 

Nay, tear thofe tongues, th' offenders, from their holesy 

Foul pumps> that pour the froth from poifon'd foulsii 

^he Monarch fcorns to a(k a penny more j 

Tax'd to the eyes, his groans the State deplore:' 

Away> then> Defamation's baleful breath, 

That blows on Virtue's bad, the blight of death* 

Vet Jhouldxi happen that the Beft of Kings 
Should v^hifper to his M inifter firange things^ 

And 

• Another word fat a mole. 
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AAd bid thfee Money alk, the temptiflg curfc ; 
Then firmly Thou, the Nation's fteward, fay 
(With rev'rence due to Royalty, I pray), 

** Dread Sir, h^vc mercy on your Peopk*j5 pvrfei 

** O King, your calculatioi» have naifled ye: 
^' Millions on millions you have had already. 
** Oh ! kt ^Discretion from the Virtue band 
* Be caU'd io Court, to take you h^ the hand* 

*^ You really do not know hbw rich you are: 
*^ Your wealth fo wond'rous makes your fubjeds ftart^ 
" Squeezed from great cities, towns, and hoVebt 
" Hawksb'ry and Coutts can fbow fuch h^ps of 

trcafure, 
" Siich loads of guineas for the royal pleafurci 

" iSeav*d into iron chefts with fhovels; 
** Then how can Majefty bf poor ? 
*' Your coffers. Sir, are running o'er ; 
*^ Thanks to Economy, of golden views, 
^ Who metids old breeches, and twice ibles old ihoes 1** 

obs 

• This, is fniitlefs advice, I feat— The Passions are too 
powerful for the gemU Vi rt u e s . Sse my beautiful Addf^fe « 
<b)fe La D}^ s m thi« W^rk. 
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ODE IL 



Ji^AY to the King (but ivith profound rdpcft. 
For who would manners unto Kings negleft ?) 
•* Dread Sir, to Hofpitals you litde grant, 
•^ Your magic Name fupplying every want: 

*^ And then your mutton, veal, and beefi you kill, 
^ The ftomachs of your favoured Few to fill : 

•* And lo, you kill your own delightful lambs j 
** And beat old Bake well * in the breed of rams ; 

" And never wifli to keep a thing for finery : 
** Thus are parterres of Richmond and of Kew 
•* Dug up for bull and cow, and ram and ewe, 

•^ AndWindfor Park, fo glorious, made aiwincry. 

•* And lo, your Dairy thriving, let me lay, 

** As not one drop of milk is giv'n away; 

«' So fays your little dairy-maid fo fwoet, 

•' Whofe beauties many a fmile fo gracious meet ; 

« Aftd 



• We haye more reverence than to fay, a Bmter Grazier of 
the North. 
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^* And fmiling like the blooming May^ 
*^ Who fliows the milk-fcore cv'ry day,- 
*' How then can Majefty be poor ? 
** Tou? chefts. Sir, mtift be running o*cn 

*^ Your Oratorios, that expences bred, 

*^ And DufeE of Cumberland*, fo deary arc dead,- * 

^^ That' gave {'tis Jaid) your Majefly much pain; 
^' The Nation kindly paid your Doftors bills, 
^^ I mfean the Willises, for toil and pills, 

*^ That brought yoiT to your wifdom. Sire, againl; 
" Then how can Majefty be poor ? 
*^ Your coffers muft be running o*erw 

•* Cabbage and carrot without ehd> 
** The Windfor Gard'nersf daily fend; 
" Proud that tbeir vegetables load the board 
*' Of Britain's High and Mighty Lord 1 

'' Of this, their glad pofterity fhall boaftf 
" For fuch an honour never Ihould be loft : 
Vol. III. K "Thus 

* By the death of the Duke, a large annual income reverted 
to his Majefty. 

t Not now.^See the Progrefs oif Admiration. 



" Thus Ihall they cry in triumph to their nci^bourt^ , 
*^ Crown'd were our great great great forcfadiers 

labours ; 
" Whofc praife through Fame's long trumpet ercr 
*^ For giving cabbages to Kings ! [nngs/ 

** Prefcnts of ev*ry fort of thmg are made, 
" Without the flighteft danger of offending^ 

*' Either from gendemen, or men in trade; » 

** Your Majefties are bodi fo condefcending^ > 

•* Folks for acceptance never beg and jMray j 

** For prefents never yet were tum-*d aw^y* 

^^ People meet much encoura;gement indeedr 

^' For fending rarities and pretty things : 
*^ Although fuch rarities yc do not need**^ 
•^ Such is the fwect humility of Kings I 
^* Then how can Majefty be poor? 
" Your coffers muft be running o*eF. 

*^ Card-entertainment *tis yc chiefly ^ve,- 
" By v/hich the Chandlers fcarce can live^ 
" For foon as e'er ye leave the little rout^ 
^ The candles are immediately blown out ! 

^ *^i5o 



^^ So quickly fciz*d on by fome candle-fharic, 
^^ Ladies and Gchtlcniien are in the dark ;♦ 
*' Where what'hasf happened, hcav'n alone can tell, 
^* As Darkkess oft turns pindp t? undo a Bells;'' 
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OAY to thy King (buti as Tve faid before. 
With dufe rcfpcft), « by G-^, you can't be pOor. 
** Somedmes a little Concert is tnaJe up, 
*' Where nought is giv'n to eat or filp— . 

*^ Where Music makes an economic pother; ' 
*^ Where, with a folit^fy tweedle twecdle, 
^' A pretty melancholy fiddle 

" Squeaks at the abfence of. his little brother, 
^^ Whole prefence would be much enjoyed, 
^ But cofts too much to be employed ! 
*' Where Fischer's inftrument (a frugal choice) 
** Serves borii for hautboys and for voice— 

K 2 As 

• At the breaking-up of a Royal Card-party, this is con- 
ftantly done : — the poof Maids of Honour^ and the G^ntlemen,^ 
iKiay grope their way how they can. 
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" As BiLLiNGTON and Mara, to the King/ ^' 

^^ And that perverfe Storage, will not fing.* 

*^ Lo ! by fomc Woman's order (fie upon her !) 
" The pretty, harmlefs, modeft Maids of Honour 

^^ Are forc'd to furnilh for their beds, the Iheet j 
^' The pillow-cafes too, fays Fame, 
*^ By order of fome high-commanding Dame^ 

*' To whofe fweet foul economy is fweet^ 

*^ Dear Maids of Honour ! what a fin of fins^ 
** That Britain can't accommodate your Ikins I 

*^ Poor Generosity is fadly lam'd ; 

" And yet the noble beaft was ne'er rode hard— 
** Pale, cold Economy feems quite aiham'd, 

^^ Who never plays an idle card ; 

'' Nay, 

•When lSrf6nfleuf Nicola rv hfs Majesty's /ry? favourite, 
frfl fiddle, and /rfi news-monger, went with his Majesty's 
commands to Madam St*****, to aflift at 2^ fort of a concert at 
Buckingham. houfe, the Songftrefs, fmiling on him with the moft 
ineffable contempt, afked him, *' What, Ni col a i, I am to iing 
at .the old price, I fuppofe ?** meaning nothing — " My compli- 
riients to your Matter and Miflrefs, and tell them I am better 
engaged." In fhort,. the infolence of fingers and performers is 
intolerable. Iii other countries, the hare honour of iinging and 
playing to Majesty' is thought «iw//ertffa^/^«ff; but «&«w, in- 
deed, the Mercenaries expedl mon^ remuneration ! I i 
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^ Nay, Avarice, her mother, with furprife 
*^ Turns up the whites, fo fed, of both her eyes. 

*^ T!o Wit, ye nothing give— to Learning nought : J 
*' I^, in his garret. Mathematics pines, 

^^ Where, hungry after bread and cheefe and thought, 
*^ He fomis with brother fpiders ufclefs lines. 

*^ Th* expenqe of * New- Year's Ode is felt no more ! 
" Thus ijs that needlefs, tunclefs hubbub o'er : 

*^ All praife muft centre in the Birth-day Song : 
" The Virtues muft be lump'd together— yes ! 
" And then {liJubjeSis mzy prejume to guefs) 

** The Laureat need not make it very lon^. 

'^ A load of praife is naufcous ftuff— 
'^ Sire, don't you think, at times, one line enough ? 
" What's chriften^d Merit, often wants a crutch j 
*^ Thus then a Jingle line may be too much, 

|C 3 '^ In 

• This Court Farce, in confequcnce of a fcantlnefi of puhlk 
virtue, and a uniyerfal ridicule, was, for a feafon or two, 
difmifled. Great events, however, unexpedledly happening, 
the I^yric nvariv^oop has been called in again to found their 
praifes. 
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f^ In vain the Firft of Poets tunes his pipe; 

f * His whiftlp ne'er fqueez'd fixpence from your gripcnf 

*^ Vain all Epiftlcs, vain his heay'nly Ode$ : 
.** No, no ! poor Peter may his ftr^n prolong ; 
5' Thie dev*l a ferthing will reward his fong, 

*' The fong that fhould haye celebrated Gpds I 

5^ In vain for Royal patronage he figh*d : 
5^ In vain (fomc fay) the niodeft Bard apply*d 

*• To gain his book your patrpnifing name. 
** And if this Bard, whom all the Nine mfpire, 
*' Inftead of generous oil to feed his fire, 

*' Finds cold cold water flung upon his flame ; 
** If he, ah ! vainly fighs for dedication, 
" Woe to the witlings of the Nation ! 

^' What though unpouth his fhape, and dark his face; 

" Whofe breeding Mother plight for charcoal long^ 
<* Still may the Bard abound in verfe and grace, 

^^ And love for Majefly, divinely ftrong. 

f' Then heed not^ Sire, a clumfy form fp fat^ 

" And/(?«i^r^phiz, Dame Nature's work, unkind : 

" Great moufing qualities, with many a cat, 

f' Of perfcd uglinefs, a jod^ng find. 

f? Obfcrve 
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" Obfcrve a fat, black, greafy lump of coal ; 
*^ Lo, to that moft ungraceftil piece of earth, 
" A warm and lively luftre owes its birth; 

" A flame in this worlds pleafant to the foul. 

^^ To fhapelcls clouds, that, waggon-like, along 
^^ Move cumb'rous, fcowling on the twilight heav'n, 

^' At times, behold, the pureft fnows belong ! 
^^ To fuch, of rain the lucid drops are giv*n : 

" Nay, 'mid the mals fo murky and forlorn, 

" Behold the lightning's vivid beam is bom !" 

Say — ^^ Mighty Monarch, modeft Merit pines, 
" Hid like the ufelefs gem amid the mines. 

" Tour gracious fmile, which all the world reveres, 
" Tour wealth had open'd her pale clofing eye, 
^* Which Hope once brighten'd with a ipark of joy, 

^ And cru^lDjSAPFOiNTMENTquench'd with tears," 
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OPE IV, 

A HEN unto Majefly fhalt thou repeat 
The lines that are to Majefly a treat. 
Proverbs that economic fouls revere ; 
^0 wit — " A pin a day's a groat a year' • — • 
" A little faving is no fin" — 
^^ Near is my ftiirt, but nearer is my Ikin"-^ 
*• A penny fav'd, a penny got"— • 
«' 'Tis money makes the old mare trot" — 
Then fay, " With fuch wife counfellprs, I'm fure 
" No Monarch ever can be poor." ^ 

Say too, " Great Sir, your Queen is very rich; 
f* Witnefs the diamonds lodg'd in ev'ry fl:itch 

*f Qf Madam's petticoat,* of broad efiulgence; 
" Where flame fuch jewels on its ample field, 
^^ As only to her charms and virtues yield, 

^« So very noble, God's and Man's indulgence ! 

Now 

• This femous petticoat affordeth a pleafant hiflory— one part 
of which is, that it was watched all night by a certain Great 
Man, on a particular occaHon^ to prevent its being ftolen. 
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Now mayft thou raife thy tone a litd^ higher— 
*^ Not 'Squire, for that's impertinent, but *^ Sire/* 

Firm ftialt thou fay, *^ The Realm is not a wizard, 
f^ Quick, wifh a word, to make the guineas ftart, 
" To pleafe a Monarch's gold-admiring heart — 

*^ In fliojrt, Bi^iTANNiA grumbles in her gizzard^ 

" Sire, let me fay, the Realm will fmell a rat, ' 
*' And cry, * Oh ! oh ! I know what ye are at— • 

* Is this your cunning, Mafter Billy Pitt? 

* What, Maftpr Billy ! try to toufh his Grace ? 
' To keep your moft, moft honourable place ? 

* Is this your flaming patriotic fit ? 

* Thick as may be the head of poor John Bui!, 

' The beafl: hath got /ome brains within his IkuUi 

* A pair of dangerous bornsy too, let me addj 

* Dare but to make the generous creature mad.'* 

Thus nuyft thou decently thy voice exalt — 
And add, *' Soft fires, O Monarch, make fweet malt ; 
^^ The kiln, much forc'd, may b!aze about our ears^ 
** And then may Fatr be bufy with his (hcers— 
^* For then, with all his fame, your daring 'Squire 
^ May, rat^like, fqueak unpitied in the fire/* 

Proclaim 



IjS MORS MONBY. 

Proclaim that Reputation is a jewel. 
And life, without it, merely water-gruel; 
Say, that a King who feeks a deathlefs name^ 
Turns not to news-papers to find a feme; 
Where paragraphs (a Minifterial job) 
Report the half-crown howlings of a Mob# 

Inform the Monarch, when he goes to heav'n, 
Verfe to his partmg fpirit may be giv'n ; 

Ev'n Peter's verfe, for which a thoufand figh— • 
Verfe which the Poet ev*n to Brutes * can give. 
To bid their lucky names immortal live. 

Yet to a King the facred gift deny ! 

Say, " Sire, weVe crippled die poor people's backs;- 
*^ Poor jaded, worn-out, miferable hacks ; 

" How 'tis they bear it all, is my furprifc ! 
^ I cannot catch another tax indeed, 
•* With all your fox-hounds' nofes, and »ry fpeed, 

" Your humble greyhound, though all tf eth and eyes, 

^' Th? 

* This is literally true. I, the Lyric Pbtbr, aflert, that 
I have written a moft beautiful Elegy to an old Friend, a Dying 
Afs, with more feeling than I could compliment the deatl^s of 
half the Kbgs in Chriftendom. 
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^ The State, Sir, you will candidly allow, 
j ^' Has been t*ye a moft excellent milch cow ; 
I ff ¥or you, too, many a bucket has been fiU'd — 
■' " But truft me. Sir, the cow muft not be kiirj. 

^' So numerous are your w^nts, and they fo keen, 
" That verily a hundred thoufand pounds 

" Seem juft as in a. bullock's mouth a bean! 
*' A pound of butter 'midft a pack of hounds ! 

^* Have mercy on us. Sir — you can't be poor— 

** Your coffers really muft be running o*er/* 

Say, *' Sire, your wifdom is prodigious great! 
^- Then do not put your fervant in a fweat— 

" He hates fnapdragon— 'tis a game of danger— 
" The found, wore money, the whole realm appalls j 
■' Still, ftill it vibrates on Saint Stephen's walls; 

*? Our beaft, the Public, fqon muft gnaw the 
manger." 

Say, «* Good my Liege, indeed there's no more hay ; 

*^ Kind-hearted King, indeed there's no more corn j 
" Our hack, Qld England, fadly falls awayj 

f* ]Uan as lean Rosinante, and forlorn." 

Say, 



Say, '' Sire, your Parliament I dare not meet^ 
^^ For verily Tve feme remains of grace: 

^^ If fbrc'd with money-meflages to greet, 

" Your Majelty n^ft lend mp H ry's fecCf 

f * I know 



• The cry of *f More Money, mori? ^loney," brings to recgj- 
leiljon a little dialogue, amongft the many, that happened be- 
tween the King of the Mosc^uitoes and myfelf, in the 
Government- houfe at Jamaica, during the adminiflration of 
the late Sir William Trelawny. — His Majesty was a very 
flout black man, exceedingly ignorant, neverthelefs pofTefled of 
the fublimeft ideas of Royalty ; very riotous, and grievoufly 
inclined to get drunk. He came to me one day, with a voi^c 
more like that of a bullock than a king, roaring, ** Mo drink 
for King, mo drink for King !'* 

P. P- 

King, you are drunk already. 

KiNq, 

No ! no ! King no drunk — King no drunk— Mo drink fox 
King— Kroder George love drink (meaning the King of 

England). 

P. P, 
Broder George does not love drink ; he is a fober msjn. 



Kin 



0. 



But King of Mofquito love drink — me will have mp drink—* 
mc love drink like devil — ra.c drink whole ocean. 



I 



MOR2 MONEV«f l^t 

*' I know what Parliament will fay, fo mad— 

* More money. Master Billv ! very fine ! 
^ The impudence of highwaymen, my lad, 

* By G--- ! is perfeSl modejiy to thind.* 

*' Sire, Sire, the moment that I mention Money, 
•Tm fure the anfwer will be * Ninny Nonny." 
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ODE VI* 



^ JNOW, Pitt, put forth a fmall prophetic found; 

i 

Sayi *' Kings Ihould keep their ftate, but not he 
. rieh'^^ 

I y^s, fay, *^ they never (hould widi wealth abound, 
" As money might the royal mind bewitch." 
Say, « Gambling Monarchs pojjibly may fpring, 

I" And Stocks be at the mercy of a King-^ 
" And if for Boroughs figh their great afFecJlions, 
I" Rare bufinefs for the Devil at elecftions ; 
" A Monarch offering his own heads and notes ! 
I " A King and Cobbler quarrelling for votes T* 

Then 
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Then lift thine head, and alia lift thine tyc&i 
And drawing of thy mouth the comers down^ 

Exclaim (as ftricken "v^ith a deep furprifc)^ 
*^ Not that I think a man who wears a crown 

^^ Would aft fo meanlyi Sir, or ever did-^ 

*^ No ! God forbidj dread Sovcreign-i-God forbi 

Such are my counfcls, Pitt.— Thy King^ ptrchaj 
May, frailing, hear thee oracles advance ; 
And pitying thee for hinting reformation 
To /ucb a King oijuch a Nation, 
May ftun thee with two proverbs all fo pat— • 
<^ What, what, Pitt-^' Play a jig to an old Cai 
** What, preach-^what, preach to me on Money^y 
* *01d Foxes want no tutors/ Billy Pitt.'* 



• Reformation is a mofl difficult and <feingerous fubjc< 
Hazarding a critique on the work of a very eminent Artifty 1 
)rears ago^^ what was the confequence ?;-Siee the Ode* 
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the fothimng Elegy was iJoritten en the Royal Scheme, 
of fattening Cattle folely on Horfe-chefnuts^ which 
(had it Jucceeded) muft have heen attended with 
prodigious favings. The Bullocks tried what they 
could doy hut were forced to give up the pointy and 
nearly the ghoji ! 



THE ROYAL BULLOCKS. 

A CONSOLATORY AND PASTORAL ELEGY. 

A E hofn'd irthabitaints of Windfor Park, 

Where reign'd fwcet HospiTALiry of yore^ 
1/\^hy Are ye not as nicrry as the lark ? 
Why is it that fo difmally ye roar ? 

Ah me ! I guefs the caufe !— our glorious King 
Would fatten cattle in the cheapeft way — 

It IS/ it is, horfe-chefnuts ! — that's the thing 
Which gives each face the cloud of dire difnnay* 
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Say, do the prickles ftab each gende beard? 

Ye wifh t'obligc the King ; but ah ! with pairi 
Ye turn them round and found, to bite afeardy 

Aridj faintly mumbling, drop them out again^ir 

Fain would I comfort you with better meat — -^ 
. God knows I pity every plaintive tone— ^ 
Gladly your gums with turnip would I greet. 
And give the fragrant hay to foothe each groan. 

Say, are the nuts too folid to be chew'd ? — 
Of want of nift-crackers do ye complain ? 

Ye make up awkward mouths upon your food^ 
Buf plaint of ev'ry fort is pourM in vain. 

Condemned on fuch bard fare to fup and dine^ 
And often by its ftubborn nature foiled. 

Perhaps ye wifli it roafted, gentle Kine, 
Or probably ye wilh it ftew'd or boil'd. 

But coals coft money — ^labour muft b6 fav'd— 
Now, this would prove a great expence indeed:' 

Ah ! Kine> by fuch economy clofe-fliav'd. 

Your bellies grumble, and your mouths mtsft bfecd^^ 

Your 
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Ifour leannefs mordfies the King of Nations : 
Diipleas'di he wonders that ye won't grow fet : 

Your high back-bones entiploy his fpeculations> 
Much your lank bellies exercife his chat. 

The Man whofe lofty head adsms a crown^ 
That fi6utly fhidies bullocks^ pigs^ and bodits>' 

Want^ fiiuch to fee you knock'd by butchers down^ 
And hung in &ir array upon their hooks. 

Yet, murm'rmg creatures, life is vaftly fweet— * 
For life, were I a bullock, I fliould fighi 

Much rather make a facrifice to meat; 
Lhc on borfe-cbejnuts^ than on turnips die. ' j 



J 



A MORAL ftEFLECfidN 

ON THE PRECEDING ELEGY. 

HOW can the eye, in Nature's foftncfi dreft. 
So harden'd, fee the diflTfent tribes around j 

^ Behold the grazing cattlcf all to blei{> 

And lambkins mingling fport, withfwceteft found i 

)ur V.IIL I* Then 
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Then glift'ning, ki a ftrain of triumph cry, 

** Your throats, young gentlefolks, will foon be cut—* 

*« Tou^ fwect Mifs Lamb, moft fpecdily fhall die— • 
*' Soon on the fpit^ you,- Mafter Cal^ be put ?'* 

How can the tongue, amid the mingled noife 
Of go^, duck,, turkey, pigeon, cock and hen^ 

Exclaim, " Aye, aye, good fowls, your cackling joy» 
^ Soonceafe, to fill with mirth the mouth* of men?** 

I cannot meet the laml?ldn*s afking cye^ 
Fat her foft neck» and fill her mouth with £bed^ 

Then fay, " Ere evening cometh, thou ihalt die,. 
*^ And ^neh the knives of butchers with thy.blpod/^ 

1 cannot fling with liberal hand the grain> 
And tell the fcather'd race fo blcft around^ 

^ For me, ere night, ye feel of death the pain; 
*^ With broken necks ye flutter qn the grouni 

^ How vile !— Go, creatures ©f th* Almi^ty's handj^ 
" Enjoy the fruits that bounteous Nature yieldsif 

^ Graze at your eafe along the funny land; 

^ Skim the free ^r>; arid fearch the fi?uitful fields ^ 

f Gojt 



^* Gd, and be happy in your mutaial loves j 
*' No violence fhall (hake your fhclter*d hortici 

'* 'Tis life and liberty (hall glad my groves j 
** The cty of murdei* fhall not damn my dome :'*, 

Thus fliotildl fay, were mine a houfc and land-^ 
Anfjl Jo, to me a parent fliould ye fly. 

And run, and Hck, and peck widi love my hand^^ 
And crowd around me with a fearlcfs eye. 

And you, O wild inhabitants of air. 
To bleftj and to be bleft, at Peter's call^ 

Invited by his kindnefs, ihould repair; 
Chirp on his roofj and hop amidll his halU 

No fchoolbo/s hand fhould dare your nefts invade^ 
And bear to clofc captivity your young : 

Pleased would I fee them flutter from the fliade^ 
And to my window call the fons of fbng. 

And Yotr, O natives of the flood, Ihould play 
Unhurt amid your cryftal realms, and fleep : 

No hook fliould tear you from your loves awayi 
No net furrounding form its fatal fweep# 
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Pk^^d fhoiild I gaze upon your gliding thipng. 
To (port invited by the fummer beam j 

Now moving in moft folemn march along> 
Now dartingt leapii^ from the dimpled fhrcam* 

How far more grateful to the foul the joy^ 
Thus daily* Uke a let of fiiends, to treat ycy 

Tban^ like die bloated epicurci to cry, 

'^ Zounds! what rare dinners I'—XSod I hef^ I colBld 
cat ye!" 



ELEGV 
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ELEGY 

O 9 

MY DYING ASS, PETER. 

I; R I END of my yguthfiil days, for ever paft, . 

W|i.en whin) and harmlcf3 folly ruPd the hour; 
Ah ! art thou ftretch*d amid the ftraw at laft ! — 

Thcfe eyes with tears thy dying looks devour, 

Blcfli would I foften thy hard bed of death. 
And with new floods the fount of life fupply: 

Yes, Peter, bleft would I prolong thy breath. 
Renew each nerve, and cheer thy beamlefs eye* 

But 'therefore wifh f Thy lot is that of all : 
Thy friend who mourns, muft yield to Nature^^ 
law- 
like thee muft fink, and, o'er each darkening ball. 
Will Death's cold hand th* eternal curtain draw. 

iPitcous thou lifteft up thy feeble head. 
And mark'ft me dimly, with a dumb adieu; 

And thus amid thy hopelefs looks I read, 
^' Faint is thy fcrvant, and his moments few. 

L3 '^With 
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^^ With thee no more the hills and vales I tread ! 

'^ Thofe times, fo haj^y, arc for ever o*er ! 
*' Ah ! why ftiould Fate fo cruel cut our thread, 

** And part a firiendlhip that mull meet no more ? 

*' O, when thefe languid lids are Ihut by Fate ; 

*' O, let in peace thefe aged limbs be laid 
** 'Mid that lov*d field which faw us oft of late, 

** Beneath our fav'ritc willow's ample Ihade 1 

f^ And if my Mafter chance to wander nigh, 
" Befide the fpot where Peter's bones repofe j 

^' Let your poor fervant claim one litde figh; 
*^ Grant this— and, bleft, thefe eyes for ever clofe.*^ 

Yes, thou poor Spirit,, yes-^% wilh is mine-^. 
Yes, be thy grave beneath the willow's gloom— ^ 

There (hall the fod, the grecneft fod, be thine; 
And there the brighteft flow'r of Spring (hall bloom# 

Oft to the field as Health my footftep draws. 
Thy turf Ihall furely catch thy Matter's eye; 

There on thy flcep of death Ihail Friendship paufc. 
Dwell on paft days, and leave thee with a figh. 

• Swcec 



ELEGY ON MY byiNTO ASS, PETER. I5I 

Sweet is rcmoDbrance of our youthful hours. 
When Innocewcb upon our aftions fmil'd 1 

What though Ambition fcorn'd our humble powers. 
Thou a wild cub, and I a cub as wild? 

Pleas'd will I tell how oft we us'd to roam ; 

How oft we wandcr'd at the peep of morn ; 
Till NiCHT had wrapped the world in Ipeftred gloom^ 

And SiLENcji liften'd to the beede's horn. 

Thy * viftories will I recount with joy ; . 

The various trophies by thy fleetncfs won; 
And boaft that I, thy playfellow, a boy, 

Beheld the feats by namefake Peter done. 

Yes, yes, (for grief muft yield at times to glee) 
Aipidft my friend3 I oft will give our tale; 

When lo, thofe friends will rulh thy fod to fee. 
And call thy peaceful region Poster's Vale. 

L4 AN 

♦ Petsr's racing powers were truly great; and for fizc and 
ftrength he might juftly have been called the Hercules of Jack-afles. 
It would* probably be too ludicrous here to affirm, that for a 
fifieHuto he might, with equal juftice, have been ftyled not only 
^tMifrcte/9 hvitxbcJfollo^ 
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AN ACADEMIC ODE. 

f7%/i Odeivas ivritteu fmne years fita, and tvas mtfiaid; hut if 
fortunately recovered. It bintetb at the uni'ver/al rage for 
Reputation^ and attacketb Painters nvbo pitifully wince at tf^c 
gently^reformng touch of CriticifinS^ 

x\lAS ! who has not fondncfs for a name ? 
Lo, Nature wove it in our infant frame ! 

From OLV-deUgbters^ down to tzx-confounders^ 
Each vainly fancies he poflefles killing tones ; 
Ev'n from the Maras and die Billinotovs^ 

Down to the ^de-mouth rafcals crying floundfrs: 
Nay, watchmeh deem their merits no ways fmall. 
Proud of a loud, clear, melancholy bawl; 
Nay, proud too of that inftrument the rattle^ 
That draws the hobbling brotherhood to battle. 

Yes, yes ! much vanity's in human nature-— 
Like mad dogs, that abhor the water, 

The Painters hate to hear their faults difplay'd ; 
And though I fing them in the fwceteft rhymesj^ 
Such are the reformation-curfing times. 

The foolifh fellows wifli the Poet dead 1 

Now 
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Now this is huge depravity, I fear; 

My Talc, too, provcth it, as noon-day clears 



THE TALE OF VAN TRUMP, 

Mynheer Van Trump, who painteth very well, 
Flam'd at my gentle criticifms, like hell— 

f' Poor vretch (cry'd Trump), Tm much dac 
rogue's fuperiors — 
*' Ven he, poor loufy dog, be ded an rot, 
•* Van Trump by pepels yill not be forgot, 

'* But lif in all de mouths of my pofteriors^*-^ 
Meaning, indeed, by this feverity. 
His name would live to all pofterity^ 

Upon a day, fome goodly folks and fine 
Arrived, to barter praife for beef and wine j 
Academicians were the wights, I trow. 
The very men to dine with Van and Vrow* 

To Madam Trump did fall the carving, work 5 
So ftickmg in a fowl's foft breaft her fork— 

" I wilh 
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<* I wifh this fork** (quoth angry Madam TKxiui^, 
Wriggling from fide to M<t her angry rump) 

^* Were now as deep in Peter Pindar's hcart,'*-^ 
^^ Veil zed-^at-s dever— Jantelmant, dat*s vit," 
Quoth Van—** fpake it vonce more, my dear, a bit-^ 

*^ Now don*t you tii>k, Sirs, dat ipy Vrow*3 dam 
fpiart ? 

** Now, Jantelmans, I ax you if you pleafe,** 
Roar'd Van, upftarting-rr^atching fire like tinder-^ 

'^ To drenk von dam goot bumper *pon our knees-^ 
" Come, Sirs, 'Damnation to dat Peter Pinpar/* 

Plumb down the great Academicians fell. 

And he^ty drank th' immortal Bard to hell ! 

Such is, I blulh to fay, the devUifh mind 
Too oft contaftiiilatmg poor Mankind ! 

Here too a little Moral may be feen : 

Reformers are good folks the million bate ; 

And who, if hang'd, or (hot, or burnt, I ween. 
Repentant, find their folly out, too latCm 
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THE PROGRESS OF ADMIRATION. 



OR, 



THE WINDSOR GARDENERS. 

W HEN firft their Majesties to Windfor went, 
Ld, ^moft ev'ry curious mouth was rent — 

With what ? — ^with gaping on the Royal Pair : 
Indeed from Eaft and Weft and North and South, 
Arriv'd large cargoes both of eye and mouth. 

To feaft on Majesty their gape and ftare. 

Not Punch, the mighty Punch, the prince of joke> 
.E'er brought together fuch a herd of folk. " . 

Amongft the thoufands full of admiration. 
Appeared f^r Windfor's Gardening NatIon, 

Blazing with Loyalty's bright torches : 
They humbly came their Majesties to greet,* 
Begging their Majesties to come and treat. 

On ev'ry fort of fruit, their grand Allforches. 
The C0UPI.E fmird affent, and alk'd grand queftions, 
Rcfolv'd to gratify their grand digeftions, 

S Forth 
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Forth went his Majesty, fo condefcending— 
Forth went our gracious Queen, the fryits coipmend-r 

Munching away at a majeftic rate : [ing^ 

The Gardeners faw themfelves befpread with glory | 
Told unto all the ale-houfes the ftory; 

Which houfes did again the tale relate. 
Yes, they were all fo pleas'd that their poor tbipgs 
Should find fuch favour in the mouths of Kings—* 
So happy at the fudden turn of fate. 
As though they all h^d fopnd a fine cft^te. 

With awe deep ftricken were the Gardeners niut©— 
So fharp they ey'd them as they ate their fruit— 

Marv'ling to find that fuch as wear a crown 
Had aftions very much like theirs in eating ; 
And that they mov*d, when pines and neft'rines greeting, 

Their juws like other people, up and down-. 
And that, like many folksy they ate a dmU^ 
Making (that is to fay) a ploughman's meal. 

And now the Gardeners, all fo. glorious, wanted 
To fend to Majesty rare things — 'twas granted* 

Both horfe and foot fo labour'd to embark it \ 
So much indeed unto their Graces came. 
In confequence of this mofl loyal flame. 

The palace look'd like Covent-Garden Market- 

And 
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And lo, dieir Majesties went forth each day. 
Their compliments to dainty fruits to pay : 

The Gardeners met them with beft looks and bows; 
And tben the royal reputation rals'd-^ 
The vegetable wifdom highly prais'd 

Of Gborcb dxi ^rious^ and his gbrious Spouse* 

Thcj told of Windfilr town tht gaping throng, 

Whait fdfit did unto Majeily belong ; 
As Jiow they pick'd ii^ ^— ftrange to relate too^ 

As how thdr eyes were of fuch lofty fiatunc; 

Fiird with fo much Ibblimity their nature, 
: They lookVl not on an cnim or pot atve— 
Which fliow'd a noble patronifing fpirit. 
And prov'd dia* ev'n in fruit dicy favotrr'd meritm 

Reader, prepare to drop thy jaw with wonder! 
Picpoie chee now to hear a Ibund like thunder 1 
The Gardcfier^^ lo^ mth M^efty grew ihr'di 
Ko mort their gracious vf Gtorst dgfir^dl 
k flborto when Monarchs ^id themfelires diiplayj 
The Gardener^ iond fide, ran away; 
. Rnding a fori of vacuum •nKxagfl: dicir fruity 
That did not much t^6xfch£me of thriving fuit. 

For 
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For Majesty gives nought to fubjefts, mind-* 
Honour and money would be much too kind t 
The royal Ihiile, and guinea's glorious rays. 
Like S£M£LE;i* would kill them with the ilaz^4 

They now . began exalted birth to /m^ke^ 
And fancy Mon archs much like common folk : 
Therefore no more, when Majbstib^ were ccMfningj ' 
Whiftling and laughing, fmiling, fmging, hummii^ 
They gap'dji and, blcfling their too happy eyes, . 
Lcap'd at their prefence, juft like fiflx at flics* 

Thus did thofc fellows run from Queen and King| 
Which fhows the changeful folly of mankindr-<i 

By growing tir*d and fick of a good thing; 
To aftual happinefs, alas! ftone-blind I 

For what in this our earthly world can fpring^ 
That's equal to a wife and glorious KiNa? 
What m this world of wonders can be feeni 
That's equal to a fwcet and generous Qussh ? 

T© 

• The (lory of Semblbj not being known to every one^ is 
this: The young lady^ ambitious of enjoying Jupiter in allhii^ 
gbry^ periihed amidft the foblimc effulgence of the Go<{« 
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To fancy otherwife, alas ! what fin it is I 
From fiigb profane opinion how I flirink I— 
There muft be fometbing greats for tiuy too thiftk 

tbmfel'Oei great Gods^ or ccufins of Divinities I 

No more thofc dogs Ac Qard'nefs pOnder*d hoW 
To lay fine words, and make a loyal bow : 

No more they felt a choaking in the throat: 
No more looked up and down, and wink'd afkewy 
]?oor fouls ! and, filly, wift not what to do. 
When with vaft awe the rotal visacJe fmote# 



No^ no ! the feene was moft completely altery-^ 

No longer like fome ftopid jack-afs halter'd 

Bcfide a miller's door, or gate^ or pofl:> 

In deep and filent meditation loft. 

To Majefty were drawn their heads fo thick-i- 

Ko-*-they.were ofF-^all admiration-fick 5 

The fiftiles of Majesty deem'd farce — all bum^ 

The cdnverlation !— Lord ! not worth a plum f 
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Suth is fad repetition, O ye Gods J 
And tUs (nay really happen to wy Odes ! 

Mea 
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jVIen of huge titles and exalted places 
Should at a diftance commonly be feen-^^ 

Eyes (hould not be familiar with their faces ; 
Then Wonder goes a courting to each mieii^ 

Lo, Novelty's a barber's ftrap or hone,* 
That kcennefs to the razor-paf&ons gives t 

Use weareth out this barber's ftrap or ftonej 
Thus 'as by Novei^ty, Ekjoymbnt Hvcs^ 

Jn Lovcy a fweet example let us feek : 

I have it— Cynthia's foft luxuriant neck— 

Fix'd on the chaitn, how plcas'd the eye can dwe 
How fighs the Rand within the gauze to creep, 
Moufc-like, and on the fnowy' hills to fleep, 

R^s'd by the moft delicious^ gpntle fwell ; 
like gulls, thofe birds that rife, and now fubfidcy 
Blcft on the bofom of the wavy, tidcv 

But let the breaft be r^««»^»— -all's undone i 
Wilhes, and fighs, and longings, all are gone I 
Away the hurrying palpitations fly ! 
Desire lies dead upon the gazelefs eye I 
Sunk into infipidity is rapture 1 
Thus fimftieth of Love the fimple chapter I 

T 
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This is a pretty leflbn, though not ncw$ 

A iefibn fit for Gc^itilc or for Jew : 

For Love, the cdding, iweet, perlliafive pigeoni 

Gains ail the globe indeed to his religion : 

Throughout the world hfs humble vot'rics i:^ra]r/ 

And worihip him cxa<5Uy the fame way. 

Other religions kill— ^are torn by ftrife; 

LovB Jciffcs^ and^ what's fweeter ftHli gives life! 



AliDRESS to THE VIRTUES. 
A N, O D k 

•Ah, ViRTuESy ye are prttty-loaking creatures j 
But then fo n)cck and feeble in your natures !— 

Thou charming Chastity now, fartxemple^ 
Who gard*ft the lufeious lip, and fnofwy breaft. 
And all that maketh wifhing ihepherds blell. 

Forbidding thiews on facred ground to trample* 

Vol. IIL M Appear 



J 
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Appear but Love, the lavage, all is lofti 

Faint, trembling, blulhing, thou giv'ft up the gh< 

Lo, there's an end of all thy mincing care ! 
The field fa guarded, in the Tyrant's pow*r ; 
Each ..fence torn down, defpoil'd each mofly bow'i 

All, all is rudely plundered, and l^d bare. 

Virtues ! ye blundered on our world, I fear— 
Defign'd, I ween, for fome more gentle fphere ; 
Where the wild Passions ftorm ye not, nor teaze 
Where ev'ry animal's a mild Marchesi. 

I know your parentage and education— 
TBorn in the Ikies— a lofty habitation; 
But for 2iperfe£f fyftem were intended. 
Where people never needed to be mended. 

How could ye think the Passions to withftand, 
Thofe roaring Blades, fo out of all command, 
Whofe flighteft touch would pull you all to pieces 
they are Goliahs — ^you but little Misses ! 
Then pray go home again, ta^ch pretty Dear— 
Ye but difffrace yourfelves by coming, i&^r^* 



THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGE. 

-Ol Mighty Potentate, of/ome difcerning, 
Inquiruivc indeed ! and fond of learning, 
From Windfor oft danc'd down to Eton College^ 
To make himfelf a pincufliion of knowledge j 
That is, by gleaning pretty little fcraps 
Of C^SAR, Alexander, and fuch chaps. 

There fagely would he oft harangue the Master, 
On Homer, Virgil, Pindar, my relation, 

Faft as a jack-fly, very often fafter — 
Now jack-flies have a fweet acceleration. 

Oft alk'd he queftions about ancient Kings— 

Nat'ral ! bccaufe fo like hinrifelf— Great things ! 



"o** 



He a{k*d if Ci^SAR ever- did infift. 
That if his Minifter would keep hi3 place. 
That Minifter fhould always have the grace 

to mind deficiencies of Civil List ; 

Whether great Cm^ak eVer fent his fons, 
tb ftudy all the Claflics and great guns. 

And bring of art and fciencc home a ftore. 
To Gottingen (his money wifely hoarding). 
As Gottingen is vaftly cheap for boarding 

Young gentlemen whofe parents are but poor. 

Ma He 
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He aflc*d if C-^sar's foul was fond of knowing 
What all the neighbourhood was daily doing > 

What went into the pot, or on the fpit— 
How much in houfe-kceping they yearly Ipcnt, 
And if, like honeft folks, they paid their rent. 

Or garc of viftuals to the poor, a bit. 

If CiESAR ever to a Brewhoufe went. 

With Lords and Ladies of his,Court {o gtznd. 
And hours on hops and hoops and hogfheads ipent^ 

So wife, with fome great Whitbrbad of the land|^ 
And tarried till he did the Brewer tire. 
And made the Brewer's horfe and dog admire; 
And curious draymen into hogfheads creeping. 
Sly rogues, and through the bungholes peeping. 

Whether great C/fcSAR was Co fly an clfi 

As from the very Icrvants tx> inquire. 
And know much better than the 'Scy^iRE himjelft 

The bufinefs of each neighboring 'Squire : 

As why the coachman Jehtt went away.; 

Which of the drivers, Joan the cook defiled; 
Which of the footmen with Susanna lay. 

And got the charming chamber-maid with child. 

r He 
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He afk'd if C-^sar's fervants all 

WerCj cat-like, all good moufers, carn'd their wages ; 
Sought news from ftreet and tavern, bulk and ftall. 

Like NicQLAi, the Prince of Pages; 
And whether C^sar, with ferocious looks. 
Found a poor trav'ling Louse, and fliav*d his Cooks. 

If Cesar's Minifter gave half-a-crown 

To fhoe-blacks, and the fweepers of the town. 

To howl, and fwear, and clap him at die Play j 
And, when unto the Senate- houfe he rode. 
To fpread their ell-wide lantern jaws abroad. 

And roar moft bull-like when he came away. 

He alk'd if mighty Cesar's wife 
Had ever Maids of Honour in her life. 

Like any modern economic Queen j 
And if, of fweet and faving wifdom full^ 
The faving Emprefs ever made a rule. 

So kceni indeed fo very, very keen. 

That all the herd of honourable maids. 
Who wilh'd to fleep in comfortable beds. 
Should purchale their own llieets and pillow-cafes. 
To treat their gentle backs, and blooming faces. 

M 3 Whether 
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Whether great Caesar, fond of heaping riches. 
Wore fhoes with holes, and pieces to his breeches; 
If CiESAR gave his fcrvants handfome wages, 
Convers'd with hobby-grooms, and jok'd with pages. 

If Cmsak and his Emprefs us'd to pop 

Their heads, fo grand, into a tradefman's (hop. 

And haggle for a pennyworth of tape; 
And eke for flannel, inkle, thread, or check. 
Or yard of red cloth for the Emp'ror's neck- 
That is to fay, to make his coat a cape. 

If Cjesak recommended Inn^ to Lords, 

Surfi as the Castle-tavern, for beft cheer; 
In ftrong, indeed, and moft perfuafive words, 

Prailing the landlord's wine, arvd bread, and beer^ 

* 

Alfo the landlord's ftables and foft beds. 
To lodge their owji and horfcs gentle heads ; 
Ordering Lords there, with all their eajh to part- 
But never, never go to the White Hart. 

He alk'd if mighty C/esar lov'd humility. 
That is, inJubjeSis only, viz. Nobility; 

4 And 
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And eke the Commons^ deem'd a vulgar mafs, 
Forni'd by the wifdom of Almighty God, 
To carry. on their backs a heav'nly load, 

Juft like a camel, elephant, or afs. 

If CiKSAR cut up palaces for pens. 

And unto butchering ftrongly did incline; 

Sold geefe and turkeys, ducks, and cocks, and hens. 
And fatten'd cows, and calves, and flieep, and fwinc j 

In rams furpafs'd him (of ram-glory fuU^, 

Or, glorious, ever beat him in a bull. 

He a(k'd if CiESAR did not find 

Some cunning fellow for a hind. 

Prepared with ftrange accounts to meet him. 

And in his pigs and flieep and bullocks cheat him \ 

And whether CiESAR did not (lily watch him ; 

And what were CiESAR*s traps to catch him, 

K like Peq Nicholson, on mifchief bufy, 

A Mantua-maker drew a rufty knife. 
To cleav? the Emperor in twain, the hufley, 

Frightening the Emperor out of his life, 

M ^ He 
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He afk'd if Italy was half fo blcft 
As England, in that Prince of Painters, WisTf 
And if there ever liv'd in Roine^s great town 
A man who Jioky like Reynolds, a renown; 
A man, indeed, whofe vilely -daubing brufti 
Puts Painting, the Iweet damfel^ t-> ti\e bldflit 
Then afk'd if Caesar ever had the hiearC 
To give a Ihilling to the P^tipg Art, 

He afK*d if CiCSAR, *midft his dread campaigns, 
Felt bold, whene'er well dous'd by rqfhing rains | 
Boldly not caring ev*n a fingle fig. 
Although they f;:oird a bran-new Tybum-wjg; 
When 'midft the doijghty regiments of death. 
On fome wild Wimbledon, or huge Blackheath^ 

He aflc'd if CiESAR ever ftar*d ^htoady 

(Inftcad of ftaring, as he ought, at home) 
For Architefts with trafli the land to load, 
' Arid raife of gaudy gingerbread a Dome*: 

Such as i^ raised by that rare Swede Sir Will, 
The grinning mouth of Ridicule to filL 

Whether 

• The Royal Academy* 



Whether the curiotis C^^sar fent to Greece, 
For ftatues cofting heaven knows what a-piccc; 
Then putting undef ground a world's rare boaft*,, 
To entertain a toad or ghoft* 

Such were the queiitioiis> with a thoufand more. 
He afk'd, to fwell of knowledges the ftore ; 
That fell like ftarlings on the ear, in flocks- 
Sure k^ys for opening Mother Wis£>om's locks : 

Jlare keys that ope the twilight vaults of Time j 
A thief who, with a facrilegious pride, 
Delighteth fomething ev*ry day to hide. 

Sacks full of profe and fwcetly-founding rhyme. 

Such 

• A caft, and the only one, of that famous FarneseHer- 
cvi^ES, having been procured at a confiderable expence, as 
well as trouble, for the benefit of the Students of the Royal 
Academy, and the admiration of the world in general, it now 
thruft away into a dark hole ; the building being rather calculated 
for the fupport of butterflies, than heavy antiques. The follow^ 
ing ihort dialogue was written on the occafion : — 

ji Dialogue between Two Statues, in an t^fer Room of the 
Royal Academy. 

Firft Statue. 
** What keeps old Hercules helo^iv, 
** A fellow of fuch rare renown ? 

Second Statue, 
f Plague take thee ! hold thy tongue— for know, 
f* Should /^^ come »/, *we slLI go down,'* 
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Such queftions^ with a manner quite unique. 
The monkey boys to mimic foon began; 

And lo, of miipicry the faucy tricky 
Like wildfire through the College ran. 

Lord ! hinder them ! — ^thcre could be no fuch thing- 

Thus ev'ry litde rafcal was a King! 

This, Fams> who feldom leflens founds^ did bear. 
With all its horrors, to the Royal ear : 
The confequence, the School had caufe to rue- 
To fchools, the Monarch bade a long adieu ; 
Of Eton journeys gave th' idea o'er. 
And, angry, never mentioned Caesar more ! 



O D 
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IMPORTANCE, &c. 



TO THJB iHOIMAKSRS. 

TO MR» BURKS. 

TO IRONY. 

T« LORD L0N6DALB. 



TO THE KING. 
TO THE ACADEMIC CHAIR. 
TO A MARGATE HOY. 
OLD SIMOS, A TALI. 



THE JUDGES; 

OR 

THE WOLVES, THE BEAR, AND INFERIOR BEASTS. 
A F A B L E. 



— — Sic pofiti, fuaves mifcetis odoreu 

Sweet-briar, hawthors, lilies, nettles, rofes; 
What a nice bouquet for all forts of nofes ! 



Ludimus Itmocmt verbis, nee Mere querquam 
Mens nojtr a Martial. 

Mv Verse's fweetnefs, miUnefs, none deny : 
Lord ! playful Peter would not wound a fj» 
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ODES OF IMPORTANCH. 



RESIGNATION; 

AN ODE TO THE JOURNByMEN SHOEMAKERS, 
IFbi^ lately refujhd to ivork, except their Wages fvere raifed% 

i^ONS of Saint Crispin, 'tis in vain! 
Indeed -tis fruitlcfs to complain: 
I know ye wifh good beef or veal to carve: 
f But firft the hungry Great muft all be fed j 

I Mean time, ye all muft chew hard, itiufty bread/ 
Or, what is commonly unpleafant, ftarve# 



I YotirJlA^^/, \^t yourjelvesy oppreffion feel— 
It is -not they^ would wifti to ftint your nrtcal : 

Then fuck your paws like bears, and be refign'dl 
Perhaps your fins are many ; and if fo, 
I Hbav-n gives us very frequently, we know, 
I The Great as fcourges for mankind. 
YourAfij^^r^ foon may follow you, fo- lank- 
Undone by (inaple confidence in Kank^ 

The 
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The royal Richmond builds his ftate on coals; 
Sal*sb'»:y, and Hawksb'ry, lofty fouls. 

With their fair Dames muft have the ball and rout j 
Kings mufl our niillions have, to make a glare; 
Whofe fycophants muft alfo have a Ihare ; 

But pout not — 'tis a libel> Sirs, to pout- 
Closed be your mouths, or dread the jail or thong t . 
Ye muft not for your money have a fong. 
Ceafe, ceafe your riots, pray, my friends : 
It anfwereth (believe me) no good ends — • 

And yet the time will come, I hope to God, 
When black-fac'd, damned Oppression, to his den 
Shall howling fly before the curfe of Men, 

And feel of anger'd Justice the fharp rod. 

Go home, I beg of ye, my friends, and eat 
Your four, your mouldy bread, and ofFal meat; 

Till Freedom comes — I fee her on her way- 
Then fliall a fmile break forth upon each mien. 
The front of banifh*d Happiness be feen. 

And, fons of Crispin, ye once more be gay* 

Now go, and learn fubmiflaon from your Bible t 
Complaint is now-a-day a flagrant libeL 

Yes, 
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Yes, go and try to chew your mouldy bread— 
Justice is fick, I own, but is not dead. 
Let Grandeur roll her chariot on our .necks, 
Submiffion, iWeet hunnility belpcaks : 

Let Grandeur's plumes be lifted by our fighs— 
Let dice, and chariots, and the ftatdy thrones, * 
Be form'd of poor men's hard-work'd bones — 

We muft contribute ; or, lo. Grandeur dies. 
We are the Parifh that fupports her fhow j 
A truth that Grandeur wilhes not to know. 

Full many a time reluctantly, I own, 
I view our mighty Rulers with a groan. 

Who eat the labours of us vulgar Crew % 
Bafk on our Ihoulders in their lazy ftate ; 
And if we dare look up for cafe, th' ingrate 

Jjook dmn^ and afk us, " D-m'me, who arc you ?'" 

Now fuch forgetfulnefs is moft unpleafant ! 
The man who doth receive a hare or phcalant. 
Might /omewbat, certainly, from manners fpare. 
And lay, « I thank ye for the bird or hare." 

But then Vm told agen, that Grandeur's fore 
At owning obligations to the Poor- 
Such 



17^ ^Dts tH tMnmi^Aaci. 

Such &70urs cut no figure in dTifcourfet 
She thinks iht might as well thaAk dogs and xaltii 
1?ot findiilg paftridgesy and catching tats ; 

And fay, '^ Vm much oblig'cl f ye/' to a horfir. 

Lo^ to the Great we breathe the figh in va^kii* 
A zephyr murm'ring through the hdlow walls i 

Our tear, that tries to melt their fouls, iht rainr 
That printleis 6n the rock of ages falls ( 

The lofty Great muft have the fofteft bed 
To lay the /o/t Itfxurious htad ; 

And from our bofoms we poor Gee/e, fo tame^ 
Muft pluck fubmiflively the tender feather; 
Ourfelves exposed to Nature's rudeft weathciV 

Deny'd the liberty to cry out> ^* Shame !'* 
Thus, while tb'eir heads the pillow's down imptiot^ 
Ours muft be 6nly boifter'd by a flint. 

Ye muft not heed your children's hungcr'd cry^ 
i^ or, once upon thdr liti;le ^forrows jSgh-^ 
In tears their blubber'd f^ces let then[» fteep. 
And howl their hunger and their grief to fleep. 
'Tis impudence in babes to cry for bread-^ 
Lo, Grandeur's fev'rite Jogs muft firft be fed!— ^ 

See 
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Sec yon proud Duchfefsi— yet of late iopUr^. 

Widi not abk>ye ten tboufand pounds^ a year 2 
JSehold> a hundred coaches at her doof^ 

Where Pharo triumphs in his mad career. 
We mud fupport hfcr, dr by hook or crook— 
For, lo, her hufband was — a Royal Duke. 

We muft fupport too her fine gold-lac'd fcrewi 
Behind her gilt coach^ dancing Molly fellows^ 

With canes and ruffles goodly to the view. 
And (fuidng their complexions) pink umbrellas* 

It mull be fo; for Lordly Grandeur rules— 

Lo ! QjTALiTy arc Gods, and Mob are mules. 

i know ye wi*n to fee on gold* fo good, 
king GsoRGi*! head, that many ^ want fupplibs j 
So very plcalaht to his Pbople's eycS, 

As pleafant as the head of fleih and blood. 
Monky's a rattUng fihner, to be fure : 
Like the fweet Cyprian girl (we wo'n't fay wi— <) 
Is happy to be fi-cqucntly cmployM, 
And not content by one to be enjoy'd ; 
Yet, like the Great-ones^ with faftidious eye 
Stems of inferior niortals rather fliy. 

Vol. IIL N Then 
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Then go, my friends, and chew your mouldy bread i 
'Tis on our fhoulders Courts nfiuft lift the head* 
Remember, we are only Oxen yet- 
Therefore, beneath the yoke, condemned to fweat: 
But gradually we all fhall change to Mcni 
And then ! ! ! what then ? — ^Yc heav'ns ! why then 
The lawlefs fway of Tyranny is o'er — 
Prids falls, and Britain's fons are beafls no more! 



ODE TO B U R R B. 

A ^ 

J\Hy Burke ! foil forry is the Mufe indeed 

That tbeu art from the Patriot Phalanx fled ! 

For what ? To crouch, and flatter Queens and Kings ? 
Meanly to mingle with a Courtier gang. 
That Infamy herfelf would fcom to hang- 
Such a poor fqualid hoft of creeping things I 



Has Madnefs fir'd thy brain ? Alas ! return : 
Thy fault in fackcloth and in alhes mourn: 



Jfoin: 
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Join not a Court, and Freedom's fbuleft foes— 
Repentance, lo, fhall try to wafli thee white: 
Then howl not, EbMUND, 'mid the Imps of Night i 

Swell not the number of a flock of crows. 

What miirky cloud, the vapour black of Courts, 
(For many a cloud, the breath of Kings fupports) 

Attempts thy Reputation's fpreading beam ? 
What bat-like Demon, with the damned'ft fpitc. 
Springs on thy fame, on Glory's facred height. 

To foiifc it in Disgrace's dirty ftrcam ?— 

Alas 1 if Majesty did gracious fay, 

" Burke, Burke, I'm glad, I'm glad you raft away j 

*' Tm glad you left your party— very glad — 
*' They wilh'd to treat me like a boy at fchool; 
** Rope rope me like a horfe, an afs, a mule — 

" That's Ycry bad, you know, that's very bad. 

** I hate the Portland Junto — ^hate it, Burke— 
" Poor rogues, poor rogues, that cannot draw a cork— . 
" Nodiing but empty diflies, empty difhcs — 
** Wive got the loaves and fifties, loaves and fifties/' 

N 2 Ifa7> 
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1 fay, if* thus a mighty Monarch (poke 
As ufual-^not by way of joke ; 

Did n6t the fpccch fo WithVing make thee (hrink ? 
t)idft thou not inward fay, " Tve damn'd myfclf— 
" Why, what a miferable elf!" 

And then upon each old acquaintance think; 
And with a figh recall thofe attic days. 
When Wit and Wisdom pour'd the mingled blaze i 

BuftKE, teuRKE, moft eafily do I difcovef 

Thou loatheft the weak fmile that won thee over— 

From Tr ry borrowed, ne'er to be returned I 

E'en now thou dtt not happy at thy heart- 
It fighs for WtSDOM*s voice, and pants to part 

From fellows by the honeft Virtues Ipum'd. 

Thy tongue has pWmis*d friendfhip with a figh— 
For, lo, th* interjMTCter of thoughts, thine eye 
Hangs heavy, beamlefs on the modey band. 
To whom diou ftretcheft forth thy leaden hand ! 
Yes, flowly does that hand of friendjhip move: 
The ftartled Courtiers feel no grafp of love: 
A cold and palfied fhake of gratulation. 
Aft though it trembled at contaminadon ! 

4 O BURKI 
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O Burke ! behold fair Liberty advancing — 
Truth, Wit, and Humour, fporting in her train : 

Behold diem happy, finging, laughing, daneing. 
Proud of a Golden Age again ! 
When all thy friends (thy friend^ of latp, I mcan^ 
Shall, flufh'd with conqueft, meet thpir idol Queen, 

The Goddefs at whole flirine a world fhould kneel ^ 
When tb^ with fongs of triumph hail the Dame, 
Will not thy cheek be dalh'd w|th deepeft Ihame^ 

And Conscience fomewhat flart|e4 feel ? 

Ah ! will thine eye a gladfome beam dilplay j 
Borrow frotn fmpQth Hypocrisy's a ray. 

To Jjail the |ong-defir'd rptu|ii ? 
Speak, wilt thou fcrew into a fmile thy mouthy 
And welcome Liberty, with Wit and Truth % 

And for a moment leave thy gang, to niourn ? 
Yes, thou w^t greet her with a half-forc'4 fipUc, 
Quitdng thy vfrfUQUS Company, a while^ 

To iay, ** D^ar Madam, welcomc^how dy*c dp ?" 
And then the Dame wiU anfwer with a dip. 
Scorn in her eye, contcippt upon hpr Up, 

" Not much the better, Mifter Burke, for you.'* 
Poor Burke, I read thy foul, and feel thy pain— 
Oo, join the fycophants that I difdaiq, 

N 3 ODS 



J 



l82 ODES OF IMPORTANCB* 



O D E T O IRONY. 

yJ THOU, mth mouth demure and folemn eye. 
Who laugheft not, thou Quaker-lopking wighti 
But makeft others roaring laugh outright, 

Thus chafing widow Sorrow, and her figh— • 
O Thou who formeft pills to purge the fpleen> 
No more in Britain muft thou dare be feen ? 

There was a time, but not like ours fo nice. 
When thou couldft banifh Folly, nay, and Vice— 
Leagu'd with thy daughter Humour, damfel quaint; 
And Wit, that could have tickled e'en a Saint. 

But times are alter'd ! Certain Greybeards fay, 

*^ Ye vagabonds, you've had indeed your day; 

•'^ But never dare to fhow your face agen, 

*' To take vile liberties with lofty men. 

«' Grin, if you pleafe— with joke the world regalerr 

«^ Yet mind, a Critic hears you, call'd a Jail.'* 

But, lo ! feir Liberty divinely ftrong ! • 
A patriot Phalanx leads the Dame along. 

5 Thoi 
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Thou, Wit, and Humour, fhall adorn her train— 
And let mc proudly join the noble Fews 
Whilft, to the caufe of Glory true. 

The Muse fhall ftout her boldeft ftrain^ 

E'en I, 'midft fuch a patriot band. 
Will gain importance through the land ; 

Rife, form a poor Extinguifher, a Steeple— 
And, O Ambition, hear thy fuppliant's pray'r, 
A Iprig of thy unfading laurel Ipare, 

And crown me, crown me Poet of the People. 



ODE TO LORD LONSDALE. 

Tie, fie, my Lordl attar> a faint-like Poet ! 
0, let not AsKALON, nor let Gath know it ! 

What ! by law-bulldogs bid the lambkin groan I 
Lonsdale ! genuim Poetry is rare. 
Half of our verfe, adulterated ware ; 

I fpeak of others verfes, riot my own. 

N 4 Ahl 
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Ah ! ftop not. Hop not Petir-s tuneful throat! 

Hereafter; he may warble in thy praife. 
Who fo furpafleth thou&nds in lus note, 

A Philomel amidft a flock of Jays. 

The banilhment of Ovid mto Thrace 
Did Cesar's glory girievoufly difgracc; 
Propp'd on his coat of arms a ftain of ink^ 
And noade the honeft pen of Hist'ry ihrink. 

Thou who {hott'ft Serjeant Bolton throu^ the fi>ot^ 
At leaft didft make the Seijeant {hoot himfelf : 

O think how thou mayft fufier in repute^ 
{fy Ming on a harmlefi rhyming elf! 

Revenge herfelf would blufh at fuch a deed; 

For Poets ajways were a 4ovc-like brpcd. 

Fire at a great Law Serjeant— then let fly> 
Bounce^ on a fimple Rhymer fuch as I^ 

Great condefcenlion verily requires: 
What fportfinan at the pheafant aims^ and then 
Hmnts in his humble bulh the twittering wren i 

On groufe and grai3h0ppers what mortal fires ? 



At 
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At London frequently we meet 
A lofty Camel in the ftreet. 

Moving with ftate-unwielcfinefe along ; 
We alfo fee a Monkey on his hump. 
Now, with an arch grimace, from head to rump 

Skipping, and drawing wonder from the throng— 
Againft Lord Cheftcrficld's grave maxim finning, 
The merry grig^ that is to fay, by griming. 

Now this fame Camel, a well-judging beaf^ 
Feeb not of goading ridicule the lead; 
Calmly the ruminating creature goes, 
Pokbg his head, and fhaking it in guile. 
Much like great Doctor Johnsok, called the wife 
. For pulling ev'ry Scotchman by the nofe. 
When ponderous moving through the Northern track. 
With dapper JemmV Boswell on his back. 

Now would not ev*ry mortal fmile. 
To fee this Camel all fo full of bile 

Bouiicing unhappily about, 
Dancbg, and flaring, grunting, kicking, moamng. 
And like a creature in the cholic groaning, 
Makbg for playful J acko all this rout? 

When 
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When Hawksb'ry, Salisbury, Leeds, and more 

befide. 
Fearing die tinfel on die back of Pride 

Might tarnifh by an acid drop of rhyme. 
And confequendy lofe die magic rays 
That call forth Admiration's gape and gaze. 

And make her think fhc views the true Sublime-^ 

I fay, to Majesty when thofe great Lords 
Pour'd forth a foaming torrent of hard words ; 

As, " Hang that Peter Pindar, if you pleafej 
*' Sire, make the gracelefs^arlet underftand 
" What 'tis to fmile at Rulers of the land— 

•^ A. beggar that difgraces his own fleas. 

*' Sire, Sire, th' Attorney-General*s tiger gripe 
*^ Would quickly ftop the Raggamuffin's pipe; 
" Th?n for his laugh at Grandeur let him fwing.*' 
•* No," quoth die King— 

*' If Tm not hurt, my Lords, you may be quiet: 
" 'Tis for y ourf elves i your/elves ^ you wifh the riot — 
*' Yes, yes, you fear, you fear, that Peter's Mufe 
•* Will hang your Grandeurs in her noofc. 



No, 
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^^ Np^ no, my Lords, * McDonald muft not fqueeze 

him : 
*^ You fee I g^ve up New-year Odes, to pWc huHi 
*' And faith, between me and the poft and you, 
*' I fear the knave will get the Birtb-day too. 
*^ No, no— kt Peter fing, and laugh, and live: 

*' I like to read his works-^ Kings are fair garnet 
*' What though he bites — 'tis glorious to forgive. 

*^ Go, go, my Lords, go, go, and do the fa,inc«. 

• 

" Should Peter's vcrfe be in the right, 
^^ Our conduft muft be in the wrong: 

". Poor, poor's the triumph of a little fpite— 
*^ We muft not hang a fubjeft for a fong. 

" My Lords, my Lords, a whifper I defire : 

** Dame Liberty grows ftronger— fome icet higher $ 

" She will not be bamboozled, as of late: 
" Ariftocrate £s? la lanterne 
^ Are very often cheek by jowl, we learn, 

" Withm a certain neighboring buftKng State: 
*' I think your Lordftiips and your Graces 
" Would not much like to dangle with wry feces* 

« Bu^ 
• The Attorney-General. 
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** But munrij my Lords— mum, mum, my Lords-— 

mum, mum: 
^< Tou muft be cautious for the time to come : 

*' The People's brains are lofing their old fogs; 
^^ Juries before the Judges won't look flink|. 
•* No, no— they fency theyVe a right to thmk: 

•* They fey, indeed they won't be driven Bkehogs# 

«' No Starchambers, no Starchambers for them-^ 
** Slavery's the dcv'l, and Liberty t gem. 
** You fee, my Lords, their heads are not fo thick : 
«* Take care, or foon you'll have a bone to pick ; 
" And p'rhaps you would not like this feme hard bone : 
** So let the laughing, rhyming rogue alone." 

iSwcet Robin of the Mufe's fecred grove, 
Whofc foul is butter-milk, and fong is love; 

So blcft when Beauty forms the fmiling theme ; 
Who wouldft not Heav'n accept, (the fex fo dear) 
Had charming Woman no apartments there. 

Thy morning vifion, and thy nightly dream-~ 

Mild Minstrel, could their Lordfliips call thee rogue, 
Varlct, and knave, and vagabond, and dog ? 

What! 
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What! try to bring diec, for thy h^mlcfs wit. 
Where Grbybsards in their robes terrific fit^ 

Widi fanAified long fortune-telling faces, 
Whilft Erskinb, eldeft-bom of Ridicule, 
From foleoin Irony's bewitching fchool. 

Tears to un- Judgelike grins, the hanging Graces ! 

MeckPoiT, who, no proftitute for price. 
Wilt never fenftion fools, nor ramifh Vice 5 

Nor rob the Musb*s altar of its flune^ 
To brighten with inimortai beams a Kinj[ 
(If Frwdom finds no fhelter from lus wing,) 

And meanly ling a Tyrant into famel 

Thus, Lonsdale, thou behold^fl a fair exan^le 
Of grcatnefs in a King— a noble fample ! 

Thou cry'ft, « What muil I do ? on thee I call.**— 
Catch up your pen, my Lord, at once, and lay, 
** Dear Peter, all my rage is blown away ; 

** So, come and eat thy beef at Lowthbr-Hall.** 



ODE 
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ODE TO THE ACADEMIC CHAIR^ 

6v rut 
ELECTION OP M*. WEST to th^ PRESIDENCY. 

JjLoW art thou fajkn, thou $nce high-honour'd 

Chair! 
Mod hedgchog*likc, thou biiftleft iJp my hair. 

But poflibly. I'm only in a dream : 
If fo, immediately O let me wake; 
Good M0RPHSUS9 drag me from this fad miflakd: 

Open my eyes, or lo, I (hall blafpheme. 
By heav'ns 1 k is ivq vifion — 'tis too plain 
That thou, poor inap, art fated to fuftain 

Of BBNjAMii*th': abominable h-m. 
Wlut ! afcer.R^YNOLDs, to take up with West 1 
Th* antipodes thou feekeft, I protcft, 

JProm Jove's grand thunder, to an infant's drum 1 
I'he lightning courfer, to the creeping mole ; 
The world's wide orbit, to a fpider's hole ; 
from feme fair column, or Corinthian dome. 
Sunk to a dreary dungeon, or the tomb 1 

And 
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And yetj on rccolleftion, that old throne. 

In Weftminfter's fair Choir for two-pence fhown. 

Which bore the Edwards, Harrys of our Ifle, 
Has been oblig'd (a truth mofl: melanchd//y /) 
To ftirink beneath a leaden load of folly. 

And evtry meanncfs that can man defile* 

Thy virtufc is gone out of thee, I ween ! 

Thy brother Chairs of late with humbled mien^ 

Th^;t jealous envy'd thee thy tow'rbg feme, 

. All with one voice exclaim. 
And all the poignant ppw'r of ridicule, 
** He is not equal to an old joint ftooK 

*' He who of late fo lofiy held his crelt, 
^* Ai^ray'd fo gorgeous in a crimfon veft, 
** Jfe now is worfe than us poor humble hacfe^- 
*^ With not 2k fuigle rag about our backs, * 

^^ Get thyfelf burnt, thou fad degraded crc^urei; 
" Go, boil fome poor old wafherwoman's water ; 

" Or get thyfelf to fkewers and crockfticks turn'd; 
^* To fome dead beggar's coffin give each nail, 
*' And yield thy velvet to fome ftrumpet's taili 

^' For, know, thou fhouldft no longer "be adorn'd." 

Thus 
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Thus Ipeak thy brother Chairs ! And yet 'ris crueli 
As thou wouldil rather be cut up for fuel^ 

Or reft the backs of beggars in the ftreet : 
But lo. West fills thee, by his King's commands 1 
Lov*d by his fubjcfts— ^/Jr^rV by foreign lands-*- 

And full of wifdom as an egg of meat I 

^ I like West's works — he beats the Raphael fchool : 
'* I never lik'd that Reynolds— .'twas a fool—- 
** Painted too thick — a dauber — ' twon't, 'twotft pafi— 
«* West, West, West's piftures are asfmooth as glafsi 
«« Befides, I hated Reynolds, from my heart : 
« He thought that 1 knew nought about the ait* 

^ West tells me that my tafte is very pure— 
•* That Fm a connoiflcur, a connoiflcur : 

" I like, I like, I like the works of West.'*— 
Thus doth cur Kinc> in founds fo gracious cry: 

Which proves that Kings with little can be blcft^ 
And give the wings of eagles to a fly ! 



OLD 
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A T A L E; 

-T OLKS cannot be for ever fniv'ling— no ! 
With fountain nofcs that for ever flow— 

The world would quickly be undone^ 
WidoWs, and lovelorn girls, poor fouls^ would dicf j 
Anci for his rich old father, fob and figh, 

Andi haing hinrfclf, fercbaunce^ a hopeful fon t 

And> for their eati that happ*d to flip their breath. 
Old maidsi fo fweet, might mourn themfelves to deadi i 
SoUROW iriajr therefore have her decent day. 
And finiling Flbasurs come again m play. 

tio ! folks can't brood folr ever trpoh Grief : 
Pleasure mull fteal into her place at laft; 
Thus then die heart from horror finds rdie^ 
Snatch'd from die doud by which xt is o'erca^. 

Thus was an angcr'd Lord my conftaiit theme. 
My conftant diought by day, my conftant droam : 
YoL.III^ O Tear* 
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Tears at his image oft burft out^ with fighs : 
At length ChacRlbs Fox^ appear'd — behold th€r 

change !^ 
No longer after Sorrow did 1 range. 

But on the fmile of Pleasurb caft mine cyes^ 
Pleasure's a lafs that will at length prevail : 
"Witnefs the little pleafant following tal(ftr 

Narcissa, full of grace, and youth, and charm'^y 
Had flept fome years in good Old Simon's arms^ 

Her kind and lawful ipoufe, that is to fay. 
Who, following of numbers the example, 
Wilhing of fweet young flelh to have a fample^ 

Married tfiiis charming girl upon a day. 

For from grey-headed men, and thin, and old^ 
Young flefh is finely formed to keep the cold. 
Thus of the pretty Shunamite we read. 
Who warm'd the good King David and his bed. 

Brought 

• With the Libel-Bill; 6n which the Lord Chancellor 
wiflied to confult the Judges, Few are the men candid Enough 
to part 'voluntarily with power« however tyrannical— it muft be 
torn from them. The Judges have been rendered independent 
of the Crown, by the Pboplb: now let them fhow their 
gratrtudc. 
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Brought back his flagging fpirits all fo cool; 
And kept the King of Ifracl warm as wool— 
Indeed flie warmer could the Monarch keep^ 
Than any thing belonging to a (hcejJ. 

Mod virtuous was Nar^issa ! Id^ 
All purity from top to toe; 

As Hebe f^eetj afid as Diana chafle. 
None but old SibIon was allow'd a kifsj 
Though hungry as a hound to (hap the blifs ; 

Nor fqueeze her hand^ nor take her round the waifl: : 
Had any dar'd to give her a gfecri gown. 
The Fair had petrified him with a frown ; 
For CHASTltv, Lord bleft us ! is fo nice- 
Pure as the ihowi and colder than the ice. 

Thus then, is I have faid before. 

Sweetly (he flept, and probably might fnori. 

In good old Simon's unmolefting arms: 
Some years, widi this Antique of Chriftian clay. 
Did pafs in this feme taftelefs, tranquil way— 

Ah, Gods I how lucky fot fuch tender charms ! 



196 ODiS OF IMPORT AMCS^ 

Yes, very fortunate it fccm'd to be; 

Fory had Narcissa wedded fomc young chzpi^ 
Their impudences, all forfooth £0 free. 

Had rohb'd her eyes by i*nght of half thor napl^ 

And yet, on fecond thou^ts (fonrietiKne^ tte bcft)y 
.Ladies might fboofe to lofe a litde reft; 
Keep their eyes open for a Lover's feke,. 
And thus a facrifice to Cupid make. 

It pleas'd at length the Lord who dwells on higfiy 
To bid the good old fimple Simon die ; 

Sleep with his fathers, as the Scripture has it: 
Narcissa wept, that they were doom'd to pstn, 
Blubber'd, arid almoft broke her litde heart — 

So great her grief that nothing could furpafs it:' 
Not NiOBE mourn'd niorefor fourteen brats ; 
Nor Miftrefs Tori's,* to leave her twenty cats,- 

Not to his grave was poor old Simon hurried'. 
No ! 'twas a fortnight full, ere he was buried. 

Tis^ 

* The famous finger. She died a few year* fincc at Venioey 
and left to every cat a legacy.- 
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•Tis faid old Simon verily did ftlnk : 
A pretty Sermon on th' CiCcadon giy'n 
Prov'd his good worics, and that he was in heav'n: 

Scraps too qf Latin did the Parfon link 

Unto the funeral fermon, all fo (weet. 
The coi^rcgation and the dead to greet: 
For every Wife that is gimteelly bred. 
Orders a Iprig of Latb for the dead. 
And of a fprig of Latin what*s the coft l-^ 
A popjr half-guinipa at the moft. 

ILadn founds wdl-»-rit is a kmd of balm. 
That honoured! 'a corpfe juft like a pfalm ; 
And 'tis believ'd by folks of pious qualm, 
Heav'n wo'n't receive a foul without a pfalm. 

But now for poor NarcissAi wailing dove ! 

Nothing-^no, nothing equalled her dear love : 
Such tears and groans burft forth, from eyes and mouth j 

Where'er fhe went, (he was fo foil of woes, 

Juft like a difmal day that rains and blows 
From every quarter-— eaft, weft, north, and fouth; 

And like fome fountains were her radiant eyes. 

Lifting a conftant water to the fkies, 

O 3 Rcfolv'd 
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Reibly'd to keep his image near her breafi;. 
She got hiiQ t^autifuUy cary'd in wood^ 

M^e it her bed-fellow^ to foothe her reft^ 
And thought him much like him of sfleih and bloody 

]Becaufe it lay fo wonderfully quiet. 

And like old Simon never bred a riot. 

'Twas for fqmc weeks, fwect foul, her pious plag 

Nightly to bug he|: dear old wooden nun : 

Yet, verily, it doth my fancy ftrikc. 
That buxom widows, full of rich defires. 
Full of fine prancing blood, and Love's bright fireS| 

Might fuch a wooden fupplement diflikc : 
But who can anfwer for the fex, indepd ? 
Of things moil wonderful we fomctime^ read I 

It came to pafs, a Youth admir'd the Dame — 
Burning to fatisfy a lawlefs flanie 

With much niore paflion fiU'd, the rogue, than gracfj. 
What did he ? Brib*d, one night, Narcissa's maid^ 
And got his limbs, fo devlifli faucy, laid, 

Th* impoflofs, in poor wooden Simon's place: 
Susan, though born amongfl a vulgar tribe. 
Knew nature, and the nature of a bribe. 

Th^ 
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The Dam^ came up, delicious, and undreft. 
When Susan's candle fuddcnly went out- 
Misfortunes fometiipes will attend the beft— 

No matter — Sweet Narcissa made no rout. 
She could not mifs the way, ^though 'twas dark. 
Unto hfx bed, and dear pld bit of bark. 

In flipped the Fair, fo frefti, beneath the Iheets, 
Thinking to hug her dear old oaken Love— 

But lo, her Bed-fellow with kifles greets ! 
She trembles^ likjp an .aipen, pretty dove : 

In fhort, her terror kept her fo m^ch under. 
She could not get away— and where's the wonder? 
Since 'tis an old and philofophic notion. 
That terror robbeth all the limbs of rriotion, 

The upfliot of the n^atter foon was this — 
Her horrors funk, and died, at ev'ry kifs; 
And, 'dead of wilhing for the man of wood. 
She feem'd to relifti diat of flefh and blood. 

Next day, but not indeed extremely foon— 7 
Some fiye or fix o'clock — the aftcrnopij^ 

O ij. Susan 
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Susan came tapping at the chamber-door: 
(Now this was very prudent, to be furc; 

It had been foolifh to have tappM till then) 
f* Well, Madam, what d'ye choofe for dinnpr, pray ?'' 
f^ Fifti, flefh, and fowl," the Lady quiek did fay^ 

^^ The beft of ev'ry thing — ^I don't care wben.*^ 

^^ But Madam, I want wood to make a fir&r- 
«* 'Tis rather late — our hands we have no time on*** 
f^ Oh," cried Narcissa, full of her new 'Sqj^xrb, 
ff Then, Susan, you may go and burn old Simobt.*^ 



ODE TO TflE KING. 

WRITTJ^N SOME TIME SINCE. 

jf\N*T pleafe your Majesty, 'tw^is rumour'd lately 
That you l^d got it ia your head fp ftatcly, - 

That we ipuft have a law-fuitr-God forbid it I 
Whether -ris Hawksb'ry, or his Gjj^ace of Leeds, 
jfnventcd fuch intended hoftile deeds, 

Qv whpthcr the naorc Iqfty Sal'sb'ry did it. 
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I fay not— but great Lords arc giv'n to diattcr y 
So, Sir, I deem it all ^ lying matter. 

There's my Lord Blvff too — Cardigan the Greai, 
Whofe face Dams Nature never meant fhould cheat; 
Who, if aught hurts the King, doth flirink and wince. 
As faithful to his Sovereign as his Prince I 
Brimfoll of loyalty hif i^oble breaft; 
Large and fermenting like a tub of yeaft J 
Glad at the aloe; thrown into my cup. 
He Jays ti^ that you mean to eat me up. 

That heartily they wifli it, J dotft doubt— ^ 
Moft Xo^AJeem fhey in your caufe, and ftout! 
You can't think how they Jeem to take your part; 
And at the Poj5t, ^ die Devil, ftart— 

I fey the Pevil, Sir, beqaufc fome Peers 
Are with the Deyil oft in large arrears : 
They open'd an account. Sir, long ago— 
And Satan*3 a great creditor, I know. 

j Yes, hugely do they Jeetn to take your part, 

• And at the Poet, as a Demon, ftart j 
lull like a horfc or afs at fome wild bcaft 
prepared tp jump upon their backs, and feaft* 
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This I^yalty's a bird of paflagc. Sire 5 

fliikcs the fun's eye— a connfortable fire ! 

Warm'd by diis fire, fo cheerful doth (he fing 

The hack'd old Jxillad, caU'd " God fevc the King/' 

But be in trouble. Sir, foon, very foon 

The Jape vill drop die good old tune. 

yesrrrauch your Lords are like the birds of May, 
Crying, Cjuckoo, Guckoo, Cuckoo, Co gay : 
But if a glooray raonrfi appear, fo rough. 
And fro{t> and fnow, and ftorms lay wafte the land. 
Where are the pretty birds with note fo bland i 
Offl 

Spit on the Courtiers, when ,with praife they greet: 
What from their mouth's uriiallpw^d cenfer flows ? 

Inftcad of Fame's perfume, fo paflxng fweet, 
Lo, putrid dunghills fmofce bcne^^th jhy nofe ! 

Good God ! that man Ihpuld fo &r lofe his ijiature. 
To beg Hypocrisy to mould each feature^ 
prawl like die meancft reptile of the plain; 
JCick'd, curJike whipp'd, and whiftled back again ! 

You 
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»0| 



You tell me that fuch reptiles you abhor. 
And that you never Jee my fancy' d Cur. 
Indeedy Sir ! ! ! then I ftrongly do furmifc 
Qti levec-days you always Jhut your eyts. 



\ 



ODE TO A MARGATE HOY. 

When Virgil fhipp^d himfclf for Greece s 
Whether to 'fcape the Bdliffs, I can't tell — 

.Or libels wrote, got drunk, and broke the peace j 
But H0&AC9 wrote an Ode, to wifti him well. 

Whether, like Margate Hoys, the fhip was cramm'd 
With Roman Quality, no hilVrieskhby it j 

put Horace fwore fhe might as well be daaui*d. 
As fhow her nofe again without the Po^t: 

In the fame verfc he breath'd a pious wifh 

Tq jbjxift'ring Boreas, and the * King of Filh. 

Now 

• Neptune. 
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Now if a Bardj and that a Heathen too^ 
Could offer vcrfe to make old Ocean quiets 

Inftruft the great King Neptvnb wbo was fvh^ 
And bid the God of Mackrcl breed no rioti 

A Cbriftian Bard may give a Hoy an Ode, 
So oft with valuable people ftow'd. 
That, thick as rats or maggots, fron^ Wool Qgay 
Crawl down the ladder to their wat'ry way ! 

Go, beauteous Hoy, in fafety ev'ry inch ! 

That ftorms fhould wreck thee^ gracious {leav'q 
forbid! 
Whether con^mandcd by brave Captain Fii^ch^ 

Or equally tremendous Captain Kidd* 
Go, with thy cargo— rMargate-town amufej 
And God preferve thy Chriftiansand thy Jew3 ! 

Soon as thou gett'ft within the Pier, 

AH Margate will be out, I trow, 
And people rufh from far and near. 

As if thou hadft wild be^fts to ihow, 

O Venus, Queen of ev'ry kifllng joy. 
Beneath thy foft proteftion take the Hoy 5 

Proteft 
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Protect each Datnfcl from the dangerous brine; 
For many a Nymph it holds, thou calleft ibine^ 

Alas! the little LdvES, arid blooming Graces, 
Would all put on moft melancholy faces. 
Should OcEA^, hoftile to the foft Desires, 
Overwhelming, cjuench for aye tlieir am'rous fires. 

My good friend Johnson — MeisDames WiNDsoit^ 

Who for the Public, let me tell ye, [Kelly, 

And through St. James's ftreet, the Park, Pall^Mally 

Oft lead their lovely giggling Tits along, 

A pretty pleafing fafcinating throng — 

Much would they grieve to find the voyage fail: 

Like three ftout men of war for fafety made,- 
Fronrt port to fort, who convoy the fair trade ; 
Or three protefting Ducks, that guard theii" brood,- 
And lead their cacklhig young to pick up food. 

iTet not alone would thofe be taken napping— 
Great were the lofs of Gentlefolks from Wapping,^ 
Who, fond of travel, unto Margate roam. 
To gain- that confequence they want at home. 



Atf 
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At Mar6at£ how like Quality they ftrut! 

Nothing k good enough to greet their jaws i 
iTet, when at home, are often forc'd, God wot. 

To fuck like bears a dinner from dieii" paws— » * ; 

f^orc'd on an old joint-ftool their tea to take. 
With treacle 'ftead of fugar fojr their gunlis; 

Butt'ring their hungry loa^ or oaten cakc^ 
like nftighty Charles of SwEOJ^Ny with their 
diumbs; 

But Hoy, mform me — ^who is sHb on board,' 
That feems the Lady of a firft-rate Lord, 
With ftomach high pufli'd fordi as if in fcom^^ 
tike craws of ducks and geefe o'ercharg'd with corni 

Drefs'd in a glaring, gorgeous damaflc gown; 
Which, fofes, like the leaves of cabbage, crown;' 
With alfo a bright petticoat of pink. 
To make the eye from fuch a luftre fhfink ? 

Yes, wh6 is fhe the Patagonian dame. 

As bidky as of Heidelberg the tun ; 
Her face, as if by brandy taught to flamey 

Ift blaze fuperior to the noonday fuii— 

Wkb 
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?lth fingd^ juft like faufages, fat things ; 
.nd loaded, much like curtain-rods, with rmgs ? 
'es, who is ^hb that with a; fquiifting eye 
urveys poor paifengers who fick*ning figh; 
ad, pale-nos'd, gaping, puling, mournful faces, 
)eferted by the blooming, fmiling Graces ; 
That, reaching o'er thy fide^ fo doleful throw 
The ftomacy» tfcafure to the filh below ? 

Tis MaOam Bacon, proud of worldly gdods, 
Whofe firft fpoufe fhav'd arfd bled — drew teeth," 
madewrgs; 

Who having by her tongue deftroy'd poor Suosy 
Married a wight that educated pigs! 

But hark ! ffie fperfcs \ extremely like a rtian ! 
Railing H furioWs terhpdl with her fan-, 
** Why, Captain, what a beaftly Ihip ! good God ! 
*^ Why, Caj^ain, rfiis rndeecf is trery odd ! 
*^ Why, what d grtiriting dif ty pack of doings ! 
** For heaven's fake. Captain, ftop the creatures* 
fp-^w-gs/*' 

Kow hark ! the Captiin anfwefs--'^ Miftrefs Bacok> 
** I bwn I can't be with /uib matters triccn ; 

^ I likes 
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'^ I likes not vomitings no mort than yoki 
** But if fo be that gentlefolks be fick, 
^ A woman hath the bowels of OU Niek^ 

" Poor fouls, to bung their moutks-^*twere Bke * 
Jew/^ 

Majcftic Miftrcft Bacon Ipeaks agfin !-^ 

** Folh have no bus'^nefe to make others fick: 

*^ I don't knowi Mift^r Captain, what ]^6u mean 
'^ About your Jews, and bowels of Old! Nidcr 

^ If all your cattle Will fuch hubbub keep, 

<« I know that I fhall leave your ftmking fhip^ , 

*^ Some folks have dcv'lilh dainty guts, good Lord^ 
*^ What bus*nefs have fuch cattle here aboard ? 
*^ Sucb gang indeed to foreign places roam ! 
** 'Tis more becoming them to fp-w at home.'* 

But hark! the Captain ^r^^p^i^ rcplies^^ 

^« Why, what a breeze is here, G-d d-mn xnf eyes!- 

*' God blefs us, Miftrefs Bacon ! who ^rc you ? 

^ Zoundsy Ma'am^ I fay, my paflengers Jbali/p-w.'^ 
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T^HE WOLF AND THE LION. 

A T A L E. 

Dedicated to Lord Hawkbsburt. 

U^INGS really are in general not Jo hadi 

And therefore I muft take their part 5 
But 'tis their fervants that arc drunk or mad. 

With ev*ry demon trick and litde art. 

Champions for Mailer's famcj they fire awayj 
And, 'midft the biifUe of the idle fiay. 
Like lubbers, knock him on the head; 
Then, flaring, wonder how he fliould be dead! 
Sometimes a King difcovers he has eyes- 
Then for himfelf he fees — ^now, that is wife. 

Once on a time a Lion, not a fool. 

Though in the under-clafs of Wisdom's fchool, 

Amidft his fubjefts had a Monkey got. 
Who, rather impudent enough. 
Would take his Sovereign's foibles off, 

Tell ftories of him— mimic him— what not? 

Vol. in. P Thi» 
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This for the fcheming Wolf was quite a featf. 
Who told the Monarch of the Monkey's fihnin 
delating all his mimicry and grinning^ 

Tfymg to irritate the noble beaft. 

^^ What, what, what doth he fay ?" the Lion cry'c 
'* Dread Sir, you are moft wickedly belied/' 

Rejom'd the Wolf with brazen face— 
^^ He fays that you to Merit are no friend^ 
'* And only to a Patronage fretendi 

« And flight th' inferiors of the Brutal Race. 

*' He fwcars you don't encourage ufeful beafts ^ 

** That for yourjelf alone you're making feaftsj 

*' And that it is beyond a queflion, 

*' No beaft has fuch a wonderful digeftion; 

*« That, all fo faving, you would Ikin a ftone^ 

^^ And only think of number oney 

*^ And that it is a fin indeed and fliame 

^^ My Lady Lioness ftiould do the fame; 

" That fycophants, who flatter, fawn, and crccpj 

** Are really all the company you keep; 

^' That beafts of talents, whom you fliotjid fuppo 

** Are all forbid to,fhow their nofe at Court. 

5 *' Wha 
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*^ What ?•' quoth the Monarch — " what, what 
doth he fd?"— 

*^ Yes, Sire, now hang him, and the rogue requite." 
** Wolf,** quoth the Lion, *^ no, no, no, no, no— 

" I feari I fear, the rogue is in ihe right.** 

Now this was noble— like a King, in footh-^ 
Who fcorn*d to choak a fubject for the truth* 



The wolves, the bear, 

and 
OTHERBEASTS. 

A F A B L E. 

All Judges ihould be mild and juft: 
This is the cafe with Englijh ones^ I truft: 

SuchK***, B***, fhine— thoferarelaw-fages: 
Neither of tbefe a ralh or hot-brain'd fool— 
Mod charming dove-like Imps of Mercy's fchool, 

Whofe names (hall live to diftant ages- 
All mccknefi, fweetnefs, tender naturc^-^ 
' And all their virtues of a giant ftaturc ! 

P a What 
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What happinefs it needs muft yield a land, ' 

To fee fuch goodly men upon the Bench, 

Whom none can with a fingle murder brand ; 

Whofe hearts, fo pure, did ne'er emit a ftencb ' 

Like carrion, fo offenfive to our nofes. 

But fcents of lilies, violets, and rofes ! ! I 

They never, with the faces of the Furies, 

Dar'd diftate, brow-beat, and controul the Juries j 

Nor wilful mifinterpreted the Law : 
Full well they know that Juries are above *em ! 
And ^tis aftoniftiing how much they love *em ! 

When Judge and Jury thm together draw 

With fo much pleafure, like a pair of nags. 

Behold ! no tongue opprobrious wags ! 

No tongue cries, " Jeffries, bloody Jeffries, 

SCROGSI 

*« Hang, hang thofc traitors, like a brace of dogs ! 

" Not in their beds be they allowed to die— 
^^ Nor let their putrid carcafes have graves : 

*^ Slap PiTY^s face, if e'er fhe bids her eye 
'« Hold but a drop for fuch a pair of knaves.'^ 

Full 
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Full of rich charafter (hall Juch defcend. 

And honoured widi their high-fam'd fathers fleep : 
Fair Jirsxrci Ihall with fighs their herfe attend, 
' And Pity's fong of melancholy weep. 

Like leaves, whilft others fall unmoum*d away. 
And load of Death the folitary glooms, 

Lo ! Glory from her fun fhall pluck a ray. 
And bid it fpread eternal round their tombs. 

Yet Nations have been curs'd with wicked Judges, 
Who, fond. of pow'r, poflcfs hard jury-grudges s 
Who calmly fent poor culprits to their graves, 
Juft as an Eaftern Defpot fends his flaves. 
Y or Juch I pen a neat ^fopian tale; 
Hoping the pretty moral will prevail. 



Th' inferior Beafts moft bitterly complain'd, 

(And who will not complain, whofe cheek is fmitten ?) 

That from the Wolves much hardfhip they fuftain'd. 
And often moft inhumanly were bitten. 

This wantonnefs Dame Justice did cry, " fie** on— 

And mentioned it, but vainly, to the Lion. 

P 3 . « Thofc 
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«^ Thofe damn'd furry rafcak !'* growl'd ti>e angry 

Bcafts, 
^ Each Wolf upon our meat continual feafts; 

^^ Yet Snap's the word, and quick off goes a head : 
" We muft take out their teeth— it can't be borne — 
*' Yes, from their jaws their grinders muft be torn.-^ 

" Behold, the very fields with blood are red." 

But firft the Bear muft be confulted. — BruiKi 
Who did not much approve jaw-ruin. 
With his black hide, to all the beafts appeared, ^ 
And with much gravity their ftory heard, 

'^ Sirs,'* (quoth the Bear) you talk of taking teeth 
With fuch an eafy and familiar breath. 

As though it might be pleafant to their jaws; 
But I muft afk the Wolves if they'll confent 
That from their mouths their grinders Ihall be renj^ 

For this is neceflary. Sirs, becaufe 
The Wolves^are owners of the teeth, and therefore. 
Before *Ruspini's calFd, will afk a where/ore. 

Bruin, in confequence, the Wolves addreft: 
** Lord Wolves, it is the wifli of many a beaft, 

« That 
* The Cheralier, a faiD005 dentift. 
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*^ That you confcnt your teeth may all be puU'dj 
'^ D-m me if I would lofe my fnags, my Lords ; 
^' rd tell the knaves fo, in fo many words— 
f* God d-mn me, of one's grinders to be gull*d !" 

^ What ! lofe pur teeth ?'' exclaim'd the Wolves— 

• ** no, no— 
^^ We'll keep them, if it only be for Jhow* 

" Say,my Lord Bruin, that, and let them ri^w it; 
^* Nay, tell the fools, we wifh them fomewhat longer, 
^* Sharper, and more of them, and ftronger; 

^^ And, if we lofe them, force Ihall only do ii:." 

This anfwer of the Wolve§, Lord Bjear reported; 

Which anfwer did not pleafe the Beafts at alii 
Who flighted, now no longer pray' d and courted^ 

But on the villains faft began to fall, 
Choak'd two or three frime Rogues, and, on condition. 
Received fh)m all th' affrighted reft, Juimijfion. 
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THE 

TEARS OF SAINT MARGARET. 

ALSO, 

ODES OF CONDOLENCE 

TO THE 

HIGH AND MIGHTY MUSICAL DIRECTORS, 
ON THEIR DOWNFALL. 

TO WHICH IS ADDED, 

THE ADDRESS TO THE OWL. 

LIKEWISE, 

MISTRESS ROBINSON'S HANDKERCHIEF, 

AND 

JUDGE BULLER'S WIG; 
A FABLE. 

ALSO, 

THE CHURCHWARDEN OF KNIGHTSBRIDGE;' 

OR, 

THE FEAST ON A CHILD. 



Deiirant Ri c e s, fUBuntur Ac h i v x. 

The King was wroth j and fmelling matters out, 
He put the Grand Directors to the rout. 



TO THE READER. 



JL H E frccjuent complaints of ignorance, partiality, 
profufion, &c. exhibited againft the Most Noble Musi- 
cal Directors, together with their quarrels with the 
principal Singers and PER^o^AfERs, having brought 
them into unpopularity ; and what feeined worft of all, 
the Most Noble Directors having imprudently made 
a public declaration, without his Majesty*s confent, 
(that there was an end of Abbey Commemoration, fuch 
a favourite hobby-horfe of Majesty ; the King refolved 
Oil their difmiffion from all and every interference at the 
Oratorio to be performed at St. Margaret's Church. 
The immediate confcquence of the Royal annunciation 
was the difpleafure of the Directors, and was alfo, of 
confequence, the difpleafure of the Lyric Bard, who 
fighed on the mournful occalion, and took up the cudgels 
in their defence. Great has been the cry againft them, 
that they feafted at the Saint AlbarCs Tavern^ at the expencc 
of the Musical Fund. Although I do not credit fuch 
rumour, I have taken the faft for granted, that (like 
their Deputies, who aftually did feaft at different times 
at the Saint Albert! s Tavern^ at the expencc of the Fund) 
the Noble Directors did condefcendingly fhew the 
example; and I have hinted that thofe Most Noble 
Directors had as fair a right to be rewarded with 
dinners as Parijh Officers and their friends, who fo fre- 
quently have a jovial meeting, to eat and tipple elemofinary 
on the birth of a Bastard. 



PROLOGUE TO THE ODES; 

OR, 

'THE TEARS OF ST. MARGARET. 



IN 0<W N10HT5 the negro, reign*d— " Paft one 

o^clock/' 
The drowfy watchman bawrd*-from murky raults^^ 
The dough-fec'd fpeftres crowded forth — the eye. 
The funk^ the wearied eye of Toil, was clos'd : 
Mutsdi Nature's bufied voice, her brawl and hum; 
While Horror, creeping on the world of gloom, 
BreaA'd her dark fpirit through the death-like hour— 
Now from her filver-fringed eaft the Moom 
Peep'd on the Vast of fhade— up-nrtounting flow. 
In folemn ftillnefs, till her lab'ringorb. 
Freed from the caves of Darkness, gain'd its Ipherc^ 
And mov'd in Iplendid folitude along. 
At this blank hour of awe, amid her fane. 
That caught a partial radiance on its walls, 
A radiance ftealing on the Ihadowy tombsy 
Illuminating death,— the pious Maid, 

Whofe 
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Whofc flelh did wonders in its days of bloom> 
And bones wdrk'd marvels when flic fmird na more-^ 
The penfive Margaretta ftallc'd^ and paus'd. 
And paus*d and ftalk'd, and ftalk'd and paus'd agen^ 
Now nailing to the twilight floor her eye j 
Now gazing on the holy windows dim ; 
Now motidnlcfs, and now with hurrying ftep 
Along the hollow-founding iifle Ihe pafs'd ; 
And leaning lorn at murder'd Raleigh's tomb^ 
Of Silence wak*d the pale and facred fleepi 
With plaintive accent^ thu3 ' ■ 



MARGARETS LAMENTATION* 

^HY ihould yon old Abbey, fhould'ring 
My poor Fane with Gothic pride. 

Cracking, finking, fallings mould'ring^ 
On the back of Marg'ret ride ? 



What is that huge Ruin's merit ? 

Only fit for houfmg rats. 
fee her guefts, with all my fpirit. 

Hooting owk, and horrid bats ! 



Why 
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Why am /tx> be defpis'd. 

Why am / to be kept under; 
/who once by Kings was priz'd ? 

What's the meaning on*t, I wonder? 

/whole pow*r could agues charm, 
Fits and tOoth-achsj cramps and evils i 

Satan' ^ wicked felf difarm j 
Him^ the great proud Prince of Devik^ 

Lx>, that Abbey for paft years. 

At each grand Commemoration, 
For Directors boafted Peers — 

Peers the glory of the Nation ! 

Who were my Direftors ? Lo, 

Doctor Parsons, Justice Collici 

Arnold and Dupuis and Co, 
What a very pretty frolic ! 

But 'tis faid the KING commanded. 

And the Grand Directors fell: 
By the KING were they difbanded ? 

Fame will bluih the tale to telU 

Soon 
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Soon rU go (for what fliould hinder?) 
To the firft: of rhyming men. 

To that Giant Peter Pindar : 

He fhall hear^-and then^ and th6n ! I 

Peter in his wrath fhall rifc> 
And the fcythe of verfe prepare; 

Loi I fee his lightning eyes ! 
JLo* his arm of vengeance bare 1 

Backs of Monarchs fhall he flice. 
As he fcorns them fo ftncerely-^ 

Woman need not afk him twice j 
Peter loves the ladies dearly. 



Thus fpoke the Saint ! — When Morn her blufhcs 
fpread. 

To Covent-Garden's fquare fhe winged her flight. 
And drew the curtains of the Poet's bed. 

Who fortunately flept alone that night. 



To 
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To bim flic told her ftorjr o'er and o'er: 

When Peter, rous'd by Margaret's fad narrariop, 
Pull'd oflF his night-cap, and devoutly fworc 

He'd roaji a certain Kvlzk of a nation. 

Saint Marg'ret thank'd the Bard with fwecteft 

fmiles. 
And Peter diunder'd on thft King of IsLts. 



VpL. XXL * Q ODES 



ODES OF CONDOLENCE, &c. 



O D E I. 



The Peet breaketh mounifally out on the fall of the N6bli 
Directors — ^Threateneth to expoftidate with the King— 
Lamenteth the lofs of Diredtion-importance, boxes, white 
wands, and dinners at the Saint Alban's Tavern, &c. &c. 

Jl OOR Leeds t poor UxBkiDCE ! and poor Joah 

Bates ! 
And all yc other poor ones, of hard fetes I 

'Tis a ftrange man this King of ours indeed— 
There's reafon, to be fure, in roafting eggs ! 
What ! raife an Oratorio at Saint Peo*s, 

And fet a thing on /(?^/ without z,^bead! 

What ! could the King have mufic in a church. 
And leave xht great Directors in the lurch? 
Ev'n fo ! — ^but lo. Til parley with the King, 
And fuch a peal into his ears Til ring 1 
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Thus will I fay, howe'cr it may difguft— 
*^ An't pleafe your Majefty, you arc unjuji.'' 

*• How, how ?*' the King will cry, with wild rapidity— 
** Ycs,_ Sire, the grand Direftors take it iU; 
** Deeniing themfdves all nien of tuneful fkill, 

** And having al!> for crotchets^ hawk-Jlvidityj 

*• That they fhould lofe the lead in this affair, 
*^ Which really makes them marvel, and fo ftarc, 

** Not knowing what offence they have comitiitted j 
*^ Being a fet of very clever men, 
** So fluffed .with crotchet-knowledges, and then 

** For Oratorios fo nicely fitted !^ 

" Behold ! no boxes for DiIrectors ! no ! 
" Who at the Abbey form'd a raree-fliow, 

*' With nice kid gloves, medallions, wands fo white ! 
*^ Tagrag and bobtail now condemn'd to join; 
" What's ten times worfe, condemn'd to^«// out coin ; 
*^ Men fo unus'd to pay a fingle doit 1 

" When ];iroud to view of Royalty the rays, 
** Your Subjects had their bellies full of gaze, 
** Amid the Abbey's gtory for paft years; 

0^2 " Then 



I 
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«' Then would thejr ponder on the white 4Uck row, 
*' Of UxBRiDGE, Grey db Wit^ToHj Lbsds, 
and Co. 
<< And, ni^tt to Majbsty, admire the Pbbas. 

* Who's that dim, whcy-fac'd gentleman, and thrn, 
' With fome. old gentlewoman's nofe and chia ? 

^ And be fo furiy, with a lablc face?* 
•* Would gaping ftrangcrs all {o curious cry 5 
'^ When, all fo folemn, I have made reply, 

* That Lord is Lbids*s very noble Grace, 

^ With lath-like form, whey-face, and cheeks fo thin, 

* And good old gendewoman's nofe and chin — 

^ And he who lours as though he meant to bite, . 
^ Is Ear t, or Uxbridge, widi his 6cc of night.' 
*^ And then I've told the names of all the reft; 
** At which the ftrangers have been all fo ile/t, 
« Bow'd, curtfy'd tow, fo grateful — ^I don't doubt it, 
** They told their dear relations all about it I 

^' No more Directors^ challenge admiration ! 
^^ No more the tuneful rulers of a nation ! 
^^ Unknown, in vuigair Um tb^ btteilmr (humbs . 

" No>^ 
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^ Now half awake they nod, and now they flcep, 
*' And nwr thejr figh> and now in drcaois thty weep, 
•* And nfimrdilcTnuch difpkafurc 'midft dicir gums. 

^ fiteatto I With what huge ddi^t their eyes would 

'^ hail 
** The '^hreecbes blazing at Saint Margaret's tail, 
** Inftfead of SrWntjSy who, to all belief, 
'* Poor fellow, muft have travell'd widi a brief If 

*' But, Stu, this is not all— for, in your ear, 
^^ SomethiT^g ittore horrible brings up the rear! 

'* No longer on the tweedle-dum account, 
'' At yon fair tavern in SArNf Alban's Street, 
" Ttiofe men of tafte and mufic joyfol greet, 

" And load their ftomachs to a large amount; 

*' All for the good of the^^^r Fund, fo kind ! 
" Now this is dreadful to my fimplc minds 

0^3 tc To 

* Poor Saint Stbphbii had ia very warm pair of breeches 
clapped to his • ^ . • lately ; but the Saint luckily (hook them 
off. Without a metaphor, the Houfe of Commons was nearly 
ftt Oft foe by ibuie patriotic Incendiaries. 

t' To folicit charity » like many others who fuffer by fire. 
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'5 To think thofe titled Men, whofe valiant jaw9^ 
^* And ftomachs all fo keen, and deep as iack3> 
^*. And teeth fo valorbus in feaft attacks, ., 

^^ So bravely battled in the tuneful caufe, 
'* Should, by the royal word jfo hard cpmrnatodcdj - 
" Difgracefully be turned adrift — difbandcdl- 

" I hear, I hear the angry Lords exclaim, ^ 

* Thus^to be all difcarded ! 'tis a flM^ne-r— 

* The royal mandate will be cruel ftyl'd-^ 

^ Behold Churchwardens, Overseers fo fleck ! 
^ Read their card-invitations ev'ry week — 

* Sir, you're defir'd to come and eat a child/ . 
^ One child a week they conftandy dcjvour; 

^ Sometimes they eat two children— fomctimes four% 
•> . » » 

* If thus thofe fellows live, the lazy drones, 

' Lords, of a charity may pick the bones; 

* Yes, as provifions are fo yery dear, 

* Eat a few fiddlers once or twice a yean' 

** Such is the language Lbrds employ, O King, 
** Enpugh the hearts of favages to wring, 

" Ard make, I hope, your royal con&ience ache: 
5 'rSucb 
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^^ Such reas'nings are indeed extremely deep ! 
*' Why fliould of Lords the teeth and ftomachs fleep, 
** Whilffi thofc of keen Churchwardens are awake ?*' 

Thus to dip King of If ations will I cry-r 

But what will be his Majesty's reply ?— ^ 

**^ Thank, thank ye, Peter", for fuppoiting ftraws— 

** Good advocate — good, good, in a bad caufe: 

f^ I'll have no more fuch doings, let me tell ye — 

*5 No, no, no eating calves in the cow's belly.*' 



Q + ODK 
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ODE TO SAINT CECjtLlA. 

The PoBT very loyally calleth upon St. Cbcilia> tke neat 
Patroneft of Mnfic, by way of Justicb of Pbace^ Con- 
8TABLB> aftd CoMPORTBi^ to €omc dowA ftMiHMmtii 
the NoBLB DiRBCTORS» ifloe a Proclamation for diA 
folvihg Societies of Mofical Inftruments ; taking theih op, 
and knocking them to pieces^ as alfo the headrnf the Mn- 
ficians againft each other. — The Poet conclod^lh frith a 
prophecy of returning power to the Dirbc^ors. 

UlVINE Cecilia, pray, from Hcav'nftep down; 
Mofi: wond*rous are the doings in this town ! 
Behold, behold a tuneful revolution ! 
Directors banifh'd, but no execution I 
Thank God^ no grinnmg heads of Lords, poor finils, 
An^d the mob, furyey the ftreets on poles. 

The fiddles fcrcech with rapture one and all j 
The flutes and hautboys whittle at the fall : 

The pompous organ, for rebellion ripe ! 
Glad of the Ipng-wilh'd overthrow, he opes. 
To fliew the world his pleafure, all his ftops. 

And pours his thunders through each giant pipe; 

4 Whilfltr 
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Whilft all his pigmiesi trilling, fqueaking, fqiutUingy 
like ma;d things, every one his tun^, are bawUog: 
The hoarfe bafibons their nalal twang employ*-* 
And hog'Uke bafes grunt the fong of joy. 

Wild Icreame the trunopet's brazen note fii clear'; 

And on th' occafion» fcorning to be munQ^ 
like cannon ibundeth on the loaded ear. 

At iblenin mtervals, the double drum. 

The various inftruments of wind and ftring. 

Thus to the world in faucy triumph fing— 

** What are thofc Lx)rd-Dircaors ?— arrant fools, 

** Mean mongrels — ^never bred in Music's fchools-^ 

" With juft as much of fcience as a pig ; 

** Who fcarcely know a pfalm-tune from a jig, 

^* Arc thefe the men to lead us ?— Music fwears, 

" And to the pill'ry rccomoiends their ears." 

And loj of Mufic the choice bands. 
Delighted, clap their madding hands; 
And, raifing to the ftars their eyes devout, 
" Thank heav'n,** they roar, *' thofe fellows are 
tum'd out; 

« No 
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" No longer fhaU their tyranny impofe, 

" And lead jhc JCing of Nations by the nofc/^ 

Then, fweet Cecilia> leave thy lofty fbuioni 
O haftc and iffue out thy Proclamation — 

Of wond'rous dangkr let it talk aloud— - 
Root up.fbcictits of flutes, bafibons; ^ 
Knock down the organ, for his rebel tunes. 

The brazen trumpet break, and crack the crowd. 

Lay on the necks of the rebellious Band 
Thy powerful arid chaftifing hand — 
And for their impudent and fenfelefs pother. 
Sweet Goddess, knock one head againft another. 

O hailc and keep the mournful LcMrds in heart, : 
As fcarce a fmgle nwrtal takes their part. . 
Fxcept the lofty family of Pride, 

Few are the comforters they boaft befide— 

••_ 

Tbefe are their conftant friends indeed, and (lout j 
Friends that few Nobles ever are without : 
Hereditary friends of ancient date. 
Accompanying great title and eftate^ 

And 
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And yet 'tis faid no virtues can refide 
Where dwells that loi^ fcowling Spirit, Pride; 
^baf jfconite, the noifome weed of gloom. 
That near ic foffers not a flow'r to bloom. 

Joy to my foul ! of Leeds his glorious Grape . . 
Puts forth a fimpering fweet prophetic face. 

Amid this rough mifchance, that feems to iay, 
^* Though^ difappointment mocks the prefcnt hoiir,' 
*^ Next year Ihalji mark the triumph of my powV^ 

** When Faction's fcowling fiend? fh^U fhup the 

d^y-" - 

Thus when Ae Monarch of die winds, in Ipitc, 
Rolls a dark phalanx on the golden light. 

And blptfi the beauteous Orb the world adorning ^ 
Sol lifts the fable mantle of a cloud. 
And, peeping underneath the envious Ihroud, 

Smiles hope, and fays, " Til fhine to-mwrow 
morning,'* 



ODB 
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ODE. 

The Bard advifeth the Dirbctors to fabmit t6 their dftgtaded 
fituation ; and by way of confolatioi!, infbrmeth them of the 
hUltn ftate of the Poets — and, moreover, ccHnforteth the 
DiRBCTORs with the changes that take plate amongft crowned 
as well as «r-crowned heads. 

Y ET not alone are you by Kings ddj^s'd; 
Lo, lofiy poets are iio longer priz'd> 

That te to eagle tum*d a pc^njayi 
That fcorn'd of Time the ever -dreaded wars, 
Turn'd winkmg rufti-lights into blazing ftars. 

And ftole from frail nK)rtalit7> decay ! 

tVrtTS, with that rare inftrunieht call'd Rhymb, 
Drew with the greatcft eafe the teeth of Time j 
Snapp*d his broad fcythe fo keeh, and broke his glafs; 
Cfipp^i bis two wings, and fix'd hifn on an afs : 
Such was the envy*d pow*r of ancient Bards, 
When King's vouchfaf d to crown them with rewards. 

In days of old, the Bards were facred creatures, 
Deem'd fo exalted in their natures I 

By 
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By numbers thought fit company for Godst 
Lo, at the feafts of Kings the Mikstrels fatj 
Eat,^ (ling, and mingled in the royal chat; 

Andifcarcely did there feem a grain of odds. 

Thus cry'd thofe Kings of old, (delightful praife !) 
** Touch not the men of other days ; 

*^ Hurt npt a hair of thofe fweet fons of fong, 
** Whofc voices ihall be heard amidft our halls^^ 
^' When we, amidft of peath the narrow walls, 

^/ In^bomy filence ftiall be ftretch'd along.** 

Scot-free the Poets drank and ate ; 
They paid np taxes to the State ! 

Now comes a Butcher, roaring '^ Pay your biUi** 
Now the blue-apron'd wight of beer. 
And man of bread, approach and cry, ^' Look hcrei 

** Not one more morfel, not a finglc giU, 
'^ Shall, Matter Poet, pafs your piping throat, 
*^ Until you quickly pay up ev*ry groat." 
Unnatural ! alas, what Gothic founds ! 
Thus 'tis the rude Pjr.ofane a Poet wounds ! 

At Windfor, when the Monarch has been by, 
Hqw have I languifh'd on the royal ftye. 

Where 



2j6 ODES OF CONDOLENCI. 

Where wantoned fifty little grunting grigs ! 
But npver had the King the grace to fay, 
*^ You're hungry, hungry, Peter — take away, 

" Take^ take a couple of the prcttieft pigs." 

Oft of his geefe too have I heard the notes. 

And, hungry, wifti'd to Hop thdr gobbling throats j 

But vainly did mine eyes around them wander. 
How eafily the Monarch might have faid, 
** You ddh't eat roaft meat often, Tm afraddj 

** Take, take away the fatteft goofc or gander/' 

Kings care not if we neither drink nor carve— 
This is their fpeech in fecrct, ^^ Sing and ftarve/' 
And yet our Monarch has a world of books. 
And daily on their backs fa gorgeous looks j 
So neatly bound, lb richly gilt, fo fine. 
He fears to open them fo read a line I 

Since of our iooks a King can highly deem. 
The Authors furely might command efteem : 
But here's the dev*l — I fear too many know it— 
Some Kings prefer the Binder to the Poet^ 



Yet 
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iTet, though it never was poor Peter's fate 
To get a fixpencc from the Man of State, 

Who rather tries to keep the Poets under-— 
Oft have I dipped in golden praife the pen. 
Writing /ucb bandfome things about great nnen, 

That Candour*s eye-balls have been feen to wonder; 

Yet bad it happened that the B ARb 
Had borne on high-bred folk a Utile bard^ 
Good for an evil mortals Ihould return — 
*Tis very wicked widi revenge to bum. 
The/««'s a bright example, let me fay — 
Obliges the black clouds that veil his ray; 
Oft makes diem decent figures to behold. 
And' covets all theif dirty rags with gold. 

But let us not an idle pother keep, , 

And, afs-like, at a revolution bray^ 
Lo, Kings tbem/elvesy like cabbages, grow cheap t 

Thus ev'ry dog at laft will have his day — 
He who this morning JmiVdy at night may forrow^ 
The puh to daf% a butterfly to-mortow. 
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ODE. 

The Poet admlnifteretli comfort to the ^graced Dirbci 

Jl OOR Imps ! wc all are bom, to heave the grc 
Misfortune can't let Happiness alone; 
Sharp as a cat, for ever pleas*d to watch her. 
And trying with a. thoufand traps to catch her. 

Submiflion is our lot— it is our fate 

To drop the tear, amid this mortal ftate ! 

Yet by our folly often worfc we make it.— . 
At difappointment frelquent have I ligh'd: 
•* P-x take the world !*' indignant I have cry*d-i» 

•* Life is not worth the terms on which wc take 

Then on the lot of mortah giv*n a fcowl; 
And ahgry thus, one night, addrefs'd an Owl. 

ADDRESS. TO AN OWL. 

** THOU folemn Bird on yonder ivy'd tow'r, 
« Wilt thou exchange thy nature. Owl, with i 

" Happy to take pofleffion of thy bow'r, 
^' I here proteft I would exchange with thte. 
> «* W 
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^ When tx> his weftem bed the Sun retires, 
^* Obeys the ctirfew, and puts out his fires ; 

** And Evening,' blufhful harbinger of NiGHt, 
^* Gems with the dews of health the drooping flow'r; 
^^ With coaling zephyr fans the fober hour^ 

** And lakes' the *folngftrefs to the fading lights 

*^ Forth, *mid the deepening gloom I pafs 
** And tread the moift reviving grafs, 
*' To meet the tribes by Nature made 
** To crawl and wing the world of .Ihade ( 

" Daughters and fons of Night that creep the ground, 
** Blcft muft ye live, with fuch a calm around, 

*' So unmolcfted, to enjoy your lores ! 
'* And iigbter People, ye who wave the wing, 
^' Now 'mid the moon's pale luftre fport and fing, 

*' I^ow playful pierce the fhadows of the groves : 

« Ye harmlefs nations, with averted eyes, 
* The fons of men your filent world defpife, 

*^ Becauf^ their eyes no punch-houfes behold ; 

Vol. III. R ^' Becaufc 

• The nightingale. 
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*^ Becaufc no mobs, nor fires, nor thieves appear i 
'^ Becaufc no riots with their yells they hear; 
*^ No brothels^ fcenes of fallow fate unfold* 

*' Sweet Owl, this fliort apoftrophc excufej 
^^ And willing now to tbee returns the Muse^ 

" Grave Bird of Wifdom, 'mid the twilight fcenc 
** Dimly I miark thy philofophic mien — 

** And now I fee expand thy fnowy wings : 
*' To yonder elm, O happy happy fowl, 
*' Thou rulheft forth to call upon Miss Owl^ 

^ Expeftant of her Beau, who darkling fingsw 

*^ Together now ye fail the dulky vale> 

*^ Now dart on prey, now mount agen the gale; 

" Now on the moon-cfad barn or filent grove^ 
*^ Your, four-feet filled with various game, ye go 
" (For hunger muft be fatisfied, I trow) ; 

" And, after feafting, kifs and fing of love. 

^^ To-morrow Itillen muft I move to rown, 
*• Shook in a wooden engine up and down, 
'^ For waAt, O Owl, of thy foft gliding wing-* 
5 "Stov% 
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*' Stow'd with a gang of thieves perchance, and trujls ; 
^^ Too noify fcM" the thickeft human flcuUs— ^ 
'^ Who fmoak, and Uugh, and roar, and fwiU, 

and fing. 



•o« 



*^ Jaded ^t length I quit my wooden hive; 
*' Unhing'd, at bufy London I arrive, 

*' Parent of fin, and naftinefe, and noifc: 
'* By coach and cart, and wheelbarrow and dray, 
*^ Through motley mob I force my fighing way j 

*^ Pimps, porters, chairmen, chimney-fweepers boys: 

^' Saluted, as I pafs abng, 

*' By all the various imps of long, 

" One crying rabbits rabbits, wild fowl that, 

*^ Another mackrel, falmon, oyfter, fprat ! 

" With luch a howling ear-diftrafting note, 
" Arid mouth extended as a barn-door wide, 
" That fife and flefti forfooth may be well cry'd, 

** A man might leap into each cavern throat. 

** In Covent-Garden, at the Hummums, now 

*' I fit, but after many a curie and vow 
'^ Never to fee the madding city mores 

R 2 " Where 
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«^ Where barrows truckling o'er the pavement roU^ 
•* And, what is horror to a tuneful foul, 
** Where affes, deep in love, to affes roari 

" Which afTes, that the Garden's fquare adom^ 
^* Muft lark-like be the heralds of my mom. 
*' Let others talk with wild affright 
** Of Ipeftres and the (hades of night ; 
** Ye want not Sol's refulgent painful ray; 
" Night to your eyes is but a milder day. 

** Let others mock your airs that fimply flow— 
•^ Teebo teewbit^ teewbit teeb^-^ 

** But then, dear Owl, 'tis fweetly fimple, miftd i 
" Avaunt the Jcientific fquall-^ 
** I hate it — nature hates it all— 

*^ But lo ! 'tis Jcience and the ton^ I find. 

*^ The car with barjh chromatics mufl be teased, 
*^ Grown much too fajhionable to be pleased. 

^^ Here could I wander 'mid the dewy glade, 
•' On latred filence feafl, and fhade: 

" But ah ! farewell— Sleep calls me — 'tis night's 
nooHi 

•' Or 
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*^ On wings of freedom as thou fweep'ft the Iky, 
«* Sweet child of Ihadows, o*er my hamlet fly, 
^' And kindly foothe my flumber with a tune.** 



Thus out of humour I addrcfi'd thp bird, 
Wilhing to change conditions with the fowlj 

But at the cheerful morn, upon my word, 
I lik*d the man-^ztc better than the owL 

Thus anger*d at the wayward tricks of Fate, 

Pettilh, ye wifti your grandeur at the devil j 

Yet, after curling high and mighty ftatc. 

Ye wifely deem it not fo huge an evil: 

Contented to be men of worjhip ftill. 

Pleased with the gifts that Kings y not Heav% beftowi 

Pfoud, from the height of Title's ftar-clad hill, 

Jo mock us poor unbonour'd grubs below. 



Rj ODE 
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ODE. 

The Poet comforteth again and again and again the Noble 
Director^ with moral relle&ions^ &c. 

A IS giv*n as gofpd both in profe and rhymesai 
That people fhould not be for ever bleft^ 
Misfortune therefore muft be good at times, 
A falutary, though fatiric gucft i 

That goads to virtuous works the rump of Sloth ; 

Like gout, that bites us into health fo fair; 
Or like the needle, while it wounds the clothj^ 
It puts the rag into repair. 

Sigh now no more, nor let thofe funs, your eyes. 
Be dimly gleaming through perpetual Ihow'rs— 

Let PleasurB bring the beam of fummer fkics. 
And gild the pinions of your fable hours. 

Let not Grief's furge along your bofom roll. 
Nor Fancy gather forrows for the foul. 



Ah! 
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Ah ! figh no more, fwcet Lords, pray figh no more ! 

Not all, not all your confequence is dead ; 
In Tot'nam-ftrcet ye ftill preferve a powV, 

And proudly bear an elevated head ; 
Where, all obedience, and with one accord, 
Muficians learn to tremble at the * Lord. 



ODE. 

The Viciffitudes of Life ! wonderful ! 

JLjIFE changes— now 'tis calm— now hurricane— 
Up, down ; down, up — a very windmill's vane 

Is man, poor fellow — ^much too like a ball^ 
'Tis high, 'tis low— 'tis this way now, now that, 
Juft as its wooden mafter wills, the bat : 
Thus Majesty can bid us rife or fall. 

The Monarch may repent him of the deed— 
His heart, fo foft, at your difmiffion bleed. 

R 4 The 

• Of the Night, who feleds the mufic, and fometimes gives 
a foprano foag to a haft voice, and who once ordered, in the 
Juiiiate, the trumpet part to be executed by the German flute. 
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To Houfc of Buckingham you may be caird. 
And at the Queen's fweet little concerts fing; 

Then how the tribe of Nobles will be gall'd ! 
This will be foaring on the eagle's wing. 

Thus to the world then be it underftood. 
What feems misfortune^ happens for our good: 
This from my rhyming ftore-houfe, pr my Jlable^ 
May be elucidated by a Fable. 



MRS. ROBINSON'S HANDKERCHIEF, 

AND 

JUDGE BULLER'S WIG. 

A FABLE, 

A Handkerchief, that long had prefs'd 
The fnows of Laura's fwelling breaft. 

O'er which fair fcpne ful} many a longing lover. 
With panting heart, and frequent fighs. 
And pretty modeft leering eyes. 

Had vefy pften bpen obfery'd to hoyer-— 

This Handkerchief, to Kitty giv'n, 
^as forc'd at length to leave its hcav*n, 



For 
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For a Jew clothes-man's moft unchriftian bag: 
O what a fad reverfe, poor foul ! 
To fwcat in fuch a horrid hole, 

Cramm'd in with ev'ry fort of dirty rag ! 

f^ Pray, ivho are you T* the plaintive 'Kerchief cry*d. 
Perceiving a rough neighbour at her fide : 

*' You fmpll as though your mailer was a pig-^ 
5* What are ye? tell me, fldpking creature/' -^ 

f' Ma'am,'* 
The hairy neighbour grave reply -d, 'M am 

** That worthy man's, the mild Judge BuLtER-s 
Wig." 
So Jweetly tender I that, whene'er he dies, 
Mercy will weep to blindnef^ both her eyes. 

*' Indeed, Sir !" quodi the 'Kerchief— ^^ ftrange our 

fate ! 
** Alas ! how difPrent were we both of late ! 

f^ Now ftufTd in this abonainable place! 
" What will become of us at laft ? O dear ! 
?* Something more terrible than this, I fear; 

f^ Something that carries horrible dilgrace." 

f^ Madam/* 
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*' Madam/' rejoined the Wig, *^ don't cry; 
^' No caufe have you indeed to figh ; 

*' So truft for once a Wig's prophetic words-^ 
*' My fate is to be juft the fame, I find; 
*' Still for a Scarecrow's head defign'd, 

^ To frighten thieves— I mean the birds* 

*' But, luckier, you fo chang'd will rife> 
*' A fav'rite of ten thoufand eyes j 

*^ Not burnt (as you fuppos'd perhaps) to tinder; 
•* Chang'd to the whiteft paper— happy leaves, 
** For bimy the Bard who like a God conceives, 

^' The great, th' immortal Peter Pindar." 

*' La, Sir, th«i what a piece of news ! 
** God blefs, I fay^ God blefs the Jews— 

" I wifh my dear dear Miftrefs did but know it: 
'* Her hands then I fhall happy touch again; 
** For Madam always did maintain 

*' That Mister Pindar was a cbarmtngVott.^ 



OPB 
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ODE. * 

Still more Comfort for Directors! 

rcE more I pmy you, be not fad 5 
member what the Proverb doth declare: 

'Tis better riding on a pad, 
lan on a horfe's back that's bare, 
ot'nam's concert, to delight ye. 
Id, my Lords, you ftill are mighty. 

k of your titles too — the name of Lord, 
hat merit it proclaims of head and heart ! 
a tradefman's handfome board, 
letters fair of gold that doth impart 
)eople who their mouths of wonder ope. 
It goodly articles are in the ihop. 

, as of yotty the pompous name of Lord 
>oth ftill our awe -clad admiration rule — 
I comfort to the hungry doth afford — 
IS nods of Lords arc dinners for a fool. 

'' I thank 
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" I thank my God, I am not like thofe fellows/' 
Cry*d the proud Pharisee, the bellows 

Or trumpet of his reputation, blowing : 
And you i|i triumph alfo may exclaim^ 
Proud of a Peer's exalted name. 

With pride of title and fair birth overflowing, 

'' I thank my ftars, I am not like the mob, 
*' Whom Nature fabricated by fhe Job.** 

Ye fliall, ye fhall return to po^y'r. 
And o'er the grumbling million towV| 

Your facred laws Ihall be obey'dr^ 
Mufici^ps to allegiance wufi rctum-^- 
In fickcloth and in aflies mourn -, 

Submitting, if ye will it, to be fead. 

Their eyes fo fierce, that flafti'd like tin refl^dlors. 
As though they meant to roaft the Grand Direftors, 

Shall from their meteor fury fade away- 
Becoming mild and placid as the light 
Shed by the Worm, the lamp of dewy night. 

Or Lui^a's modeft melancholy fay, 



y» 
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I Tf^s! to your noble licarts delight. 
With waving wands and gloves fo white. 
And gilt medallions bleft, ftiall ye appear; 

(Smile at usMok, the many-headed beaft j 
And, as ye feem to like a gratis-ftz&s 
! .Eat a few fiddlers ev'ry year^ 
I 



i 



I 
I 



T: 



THE CHURCHWARDEN: 

OR, 

THE FEAST ON A CHILD. 
A T A L E. 

fie following ft^» founded on a faSi that happened fome years 
. finct^ at the Swan at Knight shridge, is introduced to illujirati 
the meaning of eating a child, mentioned in the firft Ode. 

XtLT KNiGHf SBRiDGi, at a taVern call'd the Swa^, 
Churchwardens, Overfeers, a jolly clan, 

OrderM a dinner, for themfelves and friends— 
A very handfome dinner/ of the beflr: 
\ Lo! to a turn, the difiPrent joints were dreft-^ 
Theii* lips, wild licking, ev'ry man commends. 

Loud 



.. . .■■4^. 
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Loud was the clang of plates^ and knivest a!nd fbri^^ 
Delightful was the found of claret corks. 

That ftopp'd fo clofe and lovingly the bottle : 
Thou Savoir-vivre Club, and Je tC fats quoi. 
Full well the voice of honcft corks ye know. 

Deep and dee{)-blufhing from the generous pottle. 

All ear, all eye, to liftcn and to fee. 

The Landlord was as bufy as a bee- 
Yes, Larder fkipp'd like harlequin fo light; 

In bread, beer, wine, removal fwift of diflies. 

Nimbly anticipating all their wiflies : 
Now this, to man voracious as a kite. 

Is pleafant— as the Trencher-Heroes hate 
All obilacles that keep them from the plate. 
As much as jockies on a running horfe 
Curfc cows or jack-affcs that crols the courfo. 

Nay, here's a folid reafon too; for mind. 
Bawling for thmgs, demandeth mouth and wind: 
Whatever^ therefore, weakeneth wind and jaws. 
Is hoflile to the gormandizbg cauie, 

Havi/iS 
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Having well cramm'd, and fwill'd, and laughed, and 

fung, ' 

And-toaftcd girls, and clappM, and roar'd, and nm^ 
And broken bones of tables^ chairs, and glafies. 
Like happy bears, in honour of their laflcs. 
Not wives! — ^not one was toafted all the time— . 
Thus were they decent — it had been a crime. 
As wives arc delicate and lacred names. 
Not to be mix'd indeed with wh — s and flames ; ' 

I fay, when all were cramm'd unto the chin. 
And ev'ry one with wine had fwell'd his (kin, - 

In canac the Landlord with a cherub fmik: 
Around to cv'ry one he lowly bow'd. 
Was vaftly happy— honour' d — vaftly proud — 

^ And then he bow'd again in Jucb a ftylc ! 

^ Hop'd Gemmen lik*d the dinner and the wine;'^ 
To whom the Gemmen anfwer'd, ^* Very fine \ 

•* A glorious dinner. Larder, to be fure.'*-^ 
To wWch the Landlord, laden deep with blife^ 
Did with his bows fo humble almoft kif* 
The floor* 

Non 
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Now in an altered tone— a tone of gravity. 
Unto the Landlord foil of fmiles of fuavity. 

Did MistER GuTTLl the Churchwarden call— ^ 
*' Come hither. Larder,'* ferd foft Mister Guttler 
With folemn voice and fofx-like face fo fubtlc-^ 

*^ Larder, a litde word or twoy that's all;" 

Forth ran the bowing Landlord with good wiU^ 
Thinking mbft natVally upon the bilL 

" Landlord,'* (quoth Guttle, in a frtiall fly founds 

Not to bfe heard by any in the room, 
iTct which, like claps of thunder, did confound) 

*' Do you know any thing of Betty Broom ? 

*' Sir?" anfwcr'd Larder, ftammVmg— •' Sir? what 
Sir? 
« Yes, Sir, yes — yes — (he liv'd with Mistress 
Larder ; 
^* But may I never move, nor never ftir, 

^^ If but for impudence we did difcard her ! 
^ No, Mifter Guttle — Betty was too brafiy— s • 
" We never keep z,Jervant that is laucy.** 

« But 
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•* Bilt, Landlord— Betty fays (he is with child." — 
" What^s that to me ?" quoth Larder, ftaririg wild— 

" I never kifs'd the huffey in my life, 
*^ Nor hugged her round the waift, nor pinch'd her 

cheek; 
" Never dnce piit my hand upon her neck — 

^^ Lord, Sir, you know that I have got a wife. 

*' Lord ! nothing comely to the girl belongs — 
•' I would not touch her with a pair of tongs : 
" A litde pulmg chit, as white as pafte; 
*' Befidcs ! fhe ncvei- fuited with my tafte, 

'* But then, fupfo/e—l only fay, fuppofe 
" I bad been wicked with the girl— alack, 

^' My wife hath got the curfed'ft kceneft nofe, 
*' Why, zounds, fhe would have catch'd me in 
a crack ; 

** Then quickly in the fire had been the fat — 
^^ Ciirfe her ! fhe always watch'd me like a cat. 

** Then, as 1 fay Bet did not Wt my tafte^ 
*^ It was impoffible to be unchafle : — 
** Therefore it never can be true, you fee — 
•* And Miflrcfs Larder's full enough for me. 

You III. S *< /kifs 
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" / kifs the maid ! why. Lord ! the thing I fcoiW— ^ 
« Sir, I'm as innocent's the duldunborm'* 

^ WclV^ anfwer'4 Gvttm, « Man, Til tcU yc what ;;^ 
" Your wind and eloquence you now are wafting : 

^ Whether Mifs Betty hit your tafie or not> • 
'« There's good round^ ppoof cnoiigh that^ you've 
been tafting^ 

« And, Larder, you've a wife, 'tis very true, 
** Perhaps a little fomewhat of a fhrew ; 
. *^ But Betty "Joas not z bad piece of ftuff/^— 
•* Well, Mister Guttle, mxf I drop down deady 
" If ever once I crept to Betty's bed*"l 

'* And that, Tm fure, is fwearing ftr6ng enough.'' 

" But, Larder, all j^irr fwearing will not ^i 
*' If Betty /wears flic is with child by you:' 

** Now Betty ciime and faid iht'djwar at once— * 
** But ^^« know bdl — ^yet mind, if Betty ^llJipeMr,^ 
•* And then ^in! fliould Mistress LARDEit-ifc^tfr,-^ 

** The Lord have mercy. Larder, oh thy fooncc ! 

** Why, man, were this afF^r of Betty told her,. 
^ I reaHy thiiA, not b^itfelf could hold her* 

^ Thei> 
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** Then for your modcft ftiff-rufmp'd neighbours alt— 
^^ Therc'd be a pretty kick-up— what a fquaU I 

** Thou Gouldft not put thy nofe into a jbop. 
** Thcre^s grcafy Miftrefs Wick, the chandler's wifi^' 
*« And Af iftrtfs Butt, the butcher's imp of ftrife, 

'^ With Miftrefs Bobbin, Salmow, Muff, and 
*' With fifty others of fuch old cmpeers-^ [SioP^ 
** Zounds, what a hornet's neft about thy ears !" 

From cheerftri fmiles, tod looks, lik6 Sol fo bright. 
Poor Lardbr feU to fcowls as black as night; 

And now his head he fcratch^d, importing goSt^ 
l^or people who are innocent indeed^ 
ISTever look down, fo black, and fcratch &e headi 

But tipp'd with conffidence, their nofes dlt. 
Replying with an uriembarrafs'd front; 
Bold to the charge, and fix'd to ftand the brunt. 

Tru^h is a tow'ring DAMB-^^ivine her airi 
In native bloom Ihe walks die world with ftate: 

But Falsehood is a meretricious Fair, 

P^ted and mean, and ftiUfHing in her gait; 

Daits not look up with Resolution's mien. 
But Iheakii^ hides, and hopes not tQ be lecn i 

S a For 
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iFor ever haunted by the Ghofl of Doubt ! 
Trembling for fear the world will find her out. 

Agun— there's honefty in eyis^ 
That fhrinking fhew when tongues tell lies ; 
With Larder this was verily the cafe ; 
Informers were the eyes of Ljirder's face.r 

** Well, Sir," iaid Larder, whifp'ring, hemmingy 

ha-ing. 
Each word fo heavy, like a cart-horfe drawing— 
* " This is a d-mn'd affair, I can't but fay— 
'^ Sir, plcafe t'acccpt a note of twenty pound f 
" Contrive another father may be found j 
" And, Sir, here's not a halfpenny to pay.r" 

Thus ended die affair, by prudent treaty : 

Peace, ev'ry man defires— than war, much rather : 

GuTTLft next morning went and talk'd to Betty, 
When Betty quickly found another father!* 

• By this ingenious mode of Parifh Cookery, the fame child 
may be devoured a dozen times over. 



PAIR OF LYRIC EPISTLES 

TP 

LORD MACARrNBT 
HIS SHIP. 



Yoiy of our Bagfhot wonders tell Kiim Lono 1 
Delicious fubjedts for an Epic Song ! 

Epistlx ToLoioMACAATmr. 



0« if fuceefs^l, thou wUt be ador*d 1 

Wide as a Chxshirk Cat our Court will grioy 

'7*0 find^ as many Pearls and Gems on board 
As will not leave tbeie room to ftick a pin. 

ErxsTix TO THX Shi** 



TO THE READER* 

JLt iia« been my wi(h, that the foUowiag pair of Lyric 
jEpiftle« might be prcfentcd, vith my Odes^ to the 
Emperor Kien Long, on account of the quantity of 
original merit— but, to ufe a fublime praife, as it would 
jbe ** kitting the cat fiut of the hag^^ I have forborne^. 

The buftle andprowcfs of the invi^iciblc Di7K£ on Bag- 

Jhot Heath — the Heath on fire — the Royal vifit — thi? 

Man of Straw blown fron^ the Mine — the explofion of 

jthe Powder-mills at Hounflmt^ — ^the attention of Gops, as 

well as of the Crows, to the Camp— the humility of the 

Baglhot bufhes, &c. are circumftances which, however 

they may be difdained by the faftidious pen of History, 

ought to be recorded. Indeed, I from my foul believe, 

that our Uijlariam^ as they aT<e called, are m conceitedly 

lofty to think of fuUying a page with an account of the 

Camp-tranfaSion; but Poets were the only hiftorians of 

ancient times, which I am ready to prove by a profufioa 

of learned quotation ; and coufcquently your dull unin- 

fpired profe men are invaders. For my part, I am refolyed 

to fupport the poetical charts ; and confequently, as often 

as the DuKB, and the King and the Quebn, and Madam 

ScHWELLEKBERG, arid LoRP CARDIGAN, and old NiCOL Kl 

the fiddler, and Sir Francis Drake, and the Pages^ 

the Cooksy and the Stable-boys^ &c. &c. fhall utter good 

things, achieve great anions, and be feen in clofe ^nd 

important converfation together, fuch events fhall be 

honoured with niches ii^ my Lyric Temfle of Immor- 

S 4 *i*he 



[ 2S6 ] 

The Epiftle to the Ship feems to be full of poetry and 
good wifhes ; but the horrid pif^ure of the future dif- 
appointment of our Ambaifador and his Suit^ at Pekin^ 
with the difgracefully attendant circumftances^ we hope 
to be merely a playful iketch of fancy of the Mufe^ and 
that fhe has really been vilited by no fuch flogging illu- 
minations. 



LYRICEPISTLE 

TO 

LORD MACARTNET, 

AMBASSADOR TQ THE COURT OF CHIJJA, 



\J Crown*d with gloiy by our glorious King, 
Deck'd in his liv'ry too, a glorious thing, 

Amid the wonders at Saint Jambs's done; 
At Houfe of Buckingham, in Richmond bow'rs^ 
At Kew, and laftly Windsor's lofty tow'rs. 

Rich fcenes at once of Majejly and Fun ! 

Forget not thou the Camp on Bagshot Heath, 
Where met the grimly regiments of death ; 

Where not the De v'l their rage fublime could damp ; 
Though Heav'n, as if it meant to mock the matter, 
Pour'd on their powdered heads huge tubs of water. 

And made the mighty heath a dirty fwamp. 

Yes, 
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Yes, of our Bagfliot wonders tell Kiev Lcmtc-^ 
Pclicious fybje^ for the Epic ibng. 

Talk of the valiant troops, all heav'n-deftended, 
On which the Kings of Britain oft depended^ 

When bold Rebellion through the ^adoo ran^ 
|Ier venom Ipread, and told a vulgar hott^ 
To humble, fwcet Subordination loft. 

That, lo ! the migbiieji Monarch was hui Man / 

Such foldicrs J fuch rare genVals ! no poltroons^ 
Swell'd by the gas of courage to balloons ; 
Where, though thofe men like bacon all were fmoak'd, 
Not oncj by God's good providence, was cboak'd* 

Of Richmond's mighty chieftain, Richmond ^peak — 
^' Now wet, a riding dilhclout," Ihalt thou fayr-* 

**^ Now broiling, whizzing dropping like a fteak> 
** So vaFrous, *mid the fun's i»ejridian ray 1" 

Talk to KiEN Long about his Gkacjl^s/ouI i 
What wifdom, fwcetnefs, love, pervaiips fhp whple ! 

But fouls in common are a dreary wafte. 

By brambles, thiftles, barb'rous docks difgracM ; 

5 That 



Tkat need the ploughihare> harro^Tt and i^e fire-^ 
ISme JouU are caves of filtl^ and fpe£tred gloom^ 
Jhat want a window and ^ broonij 

To yie^ di^ Ughti aqd clear die mire. 

When ho;iQurs lift di' iiQWordiy fool on high. 
On FpRTUN? how wjidi fierce contempt I fcowllj 

She hangs a dirty cloud upon the fky^ 
And with ^ eagle's pinion imps an pwL 

Yet knaves and fools ei^oy their lu4^hf hours. 
And ribbons^ 'ftead of ropes, their backs adora-^ 

Thus crawls the Toad ani^d the faireft flow'rs. 
And with the Lily drinks the dews of morm 

But royal Richmond honours exaltadon — 
The polc-ftar of our military nadon. 
How plea^t then to fee a Richmond rife! 
Friend of a King, and fav'rite of the Skies ! 

Charles/ to fupport a baftard and a wh — j 
Imposed a tax on coals^ that ftarv'd the poor: 

Thoft 

• Ring of England, whofe Miftrcfs was a French woman, 
the great, great, and illuftrious Anceftor of his prefent Gr acs« 
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Thok fans-culoues-vmn made the faddcft din ! 
But mark, how often j;o(jd proceeds ffom evUt 
This deed of Charles is now a wbite-tvajh^d Devil— 

Lo, Richmond cafts a luftre round the fin ! 

By means of this once Jbameful tax on coal. 
He fniggles modefi Merit from her hole ! 

Where is the Soldier that is not his friend ? 
See Admiration to his virtues bend; 

And lo, the fear-clad Veteran adores! 
"While Glory humbly kneeling to the Ikies, 
With fupplicating hands and fervent eyes, 

A length of days upon his head implores. 

Say, that his Grace, ambitious of a name. 
Is ever angling to catch martial fame: 
And fay too, how moft fortunate the Duke, 
What noble fifhes hang upon his hook ; 
Whilft humbler mortals, laboring day and night. 
Poor patient creatures, feldom feel a bite. 

' Pov)'r in the hands of Virtue is heav'n's dew^ 
That foftVing feeds the flow'r of happieft hue ; 

In 
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tn Vice's gra^, itwithers, woutidsj and lulls; 
^Tis tbin the &ng fo fatal^ form'd to make 
A pafiage for the venom of the Jnakey 

That Nature's life with dijfolution fiUs^ 

Bow. down, ye armies, then, and thank your God, 
That Richmond holds the military rod : 
No Janus be, with Jelfijh views to fob^ 
And touch the Nation's pocket with a job.* 

Yes, let the Enip^ror all about him hear. 
Talk of the bold tranfaftions of the Peer ; . 

And fay, what probably he can't believe. 
That lo, the dauntlefs body of His Grace, 
In duels bor'd, has fcarcely one found place— 

A honey comby a cullender, a fievc ! 

Say bow that nothing could his courage check ; 
Proud of his poft, and fearlefs of his neck. 

Though only one upon his fhoulders dear-— 
Thus Valour fmiles at danger, death, and pain. 
And feels a(n eightecn-poundcr through his brain^ 

Coolly as fome a pat tlpon the ear f 

Say, 

• Witnefs the convenient houfe and gardens near Plymouth 
l^k, fo economcallj built with the Public Money. The annaU 
^^ honour fuFniih us not with a fublimer inflancc oi felf-deniaL 



I 
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Szy^ how he gaUop'd wild^ up hilli down dales 
l^righten'd each tillage^ tum'd each hovel pale; 

Struck all the birds with terror> fave di6 crowsi 
Who> ipying luch commotion in th6 hadf 
Concluded fome great matter was In hand^ 

Much bk)od and carnage 'midft contending fyesi 

Say, how the woYld his deeds with wonder faw; 
Say, that the Bagihot-bufhes bow'd with awe; 
And fay, his phiz fuch valour did inipirey 
That lo, the very ground he trod/ caught fire.* 

Sayy how wem fordi to fee him, half the nadon^ 
I'hcir mouths well cramm'd with duft and ardmirationrr 
So ardent cv'ry eye's devouring look. 
To feize the galloping, the flying Duke^ 

Such eating and fuch guzzling ev'ry day ! 
Nothing to pay ! 

All the Duke's friendsy great quality arid fmall^ * 
Our great King George, and hvely Queen, 
"Were entertained foot-free, I ween— 

A generous nadon doomed to pay it all* 



Ar*- 



* Tliis is a literal faa^ 



And yet when Parliament beholds die bill^ 
i think that Parliamenty with much ill will> 

May gFOWl/ and fwear it was an idle things 
This game of foldiers, fuch a ebildijb play: 
Kut let me anfwer PARLiAMitNT> and fay,r 

It was not tbiliijby for: it plbas'd the Kino# 

It made Toxr Paine^ the bidl-dog/ Hold Ws tongufe > 
Arm'd with ftich Hon-^ws^ diid te^ fo long ! 

Say, that the fun-like Duke fhone fbrth' fo br^ht. 
That PuNd^ ne*er triumphed in a fiei*ccr fight. 

Say, how he fir'd the Hmmflow mills of powdery 
Say, how die fympathifing grain, with founds 
Frig^iten'd the tiles from all the roofs around,^ 

Defybg the ^/Thunder to roar lotkder \ 

Say, that immortal GiESAR* trod the place 
Now fiercely ^llpp'd over by Hi& Grace.* 

S^y, that the Gods beheld him fix)m on higK;? 

That,' to the Lord of batdes,f with a figh. 

Thus fpoke the Monar<:h of the clouds — *^ Solt 

Mars, 

^ Had^ 

* JuLiY^rCiCSAR wa8BK)ftofrUiBlyatBA«sHOT« 
t Mars^ 
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*^ Had TltOY poffcfs'd a hero like the Duktf, 
" Yfith/uib a foul, 2ind/ucb a fighting look^ 
** Our Gity had been fafe amidft her wars. 

*^ Go quickly, pull thy h^t off to the Duke,- 
*^ And beg a leffon fi-om the Hero*s book/* 

Lord ! as the Duke, "whert powder only flam'd. 
Was fo infpif'd, fo val'rous, and fo hot; 

How had this Duke the fons of battle fham'd, 
'Mid fcenes of thunder, where they charged mthjbot ! 

Say too (and verily it w^ no joke) 
Although fo lofty on their cloud-capp'd tow*rs. 

Such were the volumes of afccnding finoke. 

Smutty as blackfmiths looked the heav*nly Powers ; 

And that the Man oijiraw* (a thought how bri^t !) 

Flew up, and put their Godshxps in a fright ! 

Tell him, M4iich probably may caufe a finile. 
That, at the diftance of a mile. 

His 

• It is repwiedt that a cololTal figttre> ftuficd with ftraw, was 
t>lown out of the hill^ to give their Majefties an adequate idea 
of the afcent of ten thoufand men or fo« a frequent event at 
grand (leges* It is moreover reported^ that this ftuffed figure 
obtained a large portion of royal appro]}ation. Indeed I am 
ftrongly inclined to believe the (lory, — It was quite a nrwidea* 



His Grace^ a ikull that powder wants, can iiotei 
(Which, when it happens, let that flcull beware) 
See too a club with one difbrder'd hair. 

And mark me ipot of greafe upon a coat. 

Thus wai" was Gothic, (lovtnly unchafte. 
Till Richmond uflier'd in the mom of tafte! 

Say too, that^ for the honour of the nation. 
We hope to fee a book on refutatioriy 
Proving ihztpuilic vice fliould bring no fliandej* 
ThsitprivaU only damns a noble nan^. 

Thus the poor Nymph, too ealy to contend. 
Who blufhing fins in fecret widi a friend. 

Shall be a viler huffey than the woman 
Who hangs her lips like cherries out for fale. 
And fliews her bofom's lilies, to regale 

Each grazing beaft that ofifer^— quite a Common. 

*' Why ihould I fay aU this unto the King?*' 
Thou cryeft, O Macartney— Good may fpring: 
Vol. III. T Ife 

* The Reader is defired to afk Lord LAtfDSR&Airg concern* 
in{ this matter* 



t(S6 lYKie zpiSTLSs; 

If may unto ^ne cmbafly give weighCj 
By putting great KiEN Long into a fright. 

" Who knows," Kien Long may wine with rueful faacif 
" But all the rank and file arc like His Grace— 

*^ Then fhall I (hake upon»my fapphirc throne: 
^^ For tnx>ps like RiCHMONOy thae on valour feaft, 
*^ May, like wild meteors, pour into mine Eafl, 

" And leave my palace neither ftick nor ftone; 

^« Like tearing lions rufh to eat me up— 
** In Britain breakfaft, and in Chiha fup.**^ 



TO THE SHIP. 

vJ THOU, fo nicely pamtcd, arid fo trini, 
Succefs attend our Court's delightful whim; 

And all thy gaudy gentlemen on board; 
With coaches juft like gingerbread, fo fine. 
Amid the Afiatic world to Ihine, 

And greet of Ghina the Imperial Lord. 



'M^thinks' 
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Methinks I view thee towVing at CaKton i 

I hear each wide-mouth'd falutation-gun j , . 

I fee thy ftreamers wanton in the gale j 
1 fee the fallow natives crowd the IhOrCi 
I fee them tremble at thy royal ix)ar; 

I fee the very Mandarines turn palow 

Pagodas of Nang-yangi and Chou-chin-chou, 
So lofty, to ouf- trav'ling Britons bow; 

Bow, ihountains fky-enwirapp'd of Chin-chung-^ 
chan; 
Floods of Ming-h6, your tiiund'ring voices raifcj 
Cuckoos of Ming-fou-you, exalt their praife. 

With geefe of Sou-chen-che, and Tang-ting-tan. 

O monkeys of Tou-fou, pray line the road. 
Hang by your tails, and all the branches load;' 
Then grin applaufe upon tfie gaudy throng. 
And drop them honours as they pais along. 

Frogs of Fou-fi, O croak from pools of green; 
Winnow, ye butterflies, around the fcene; 

Sing O be joyful, ev'ry village pig; 
Goats, fheep, and oxen, through your paftures prance ; 
Ye buflfaloes and dromedaries, dance; 

And elephants, pray join th* ynwicldy jig. 

T a Imark^ 
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t mark^ I mark^ along the dufty road, 
Tjic glitt'ring coaches with dicir happy loafid. 

All proudly rolBng to Pe-kin*s feir town 5 
And lo, arriv'd> I fee the Enip'ror Hare, 
Deep marvling at a fight fo very rare; 

And now,. ye Gods t I fee the Ekp'kor frown. 

And now I hear the lofty Emp'ror fay, 

•' Good folks^ what is it that ye want, I pray ?'* 

And now I hear aloud Macartney cry, 
*^ Emp*ror, my Court, inform'd that you were riciv 
*^ Sublimely feding a ftrong money-itch^ 

^* Acrofe theeaftem ocean bade me fty; 

** With tin, and blatrJcets, O great King, to barter,* 

*' And gimcracks rare for China-man and Tartar. 
•' But prefents, prefents are the things we mean : 

•* Some pretty diamonds to our gracious QuEENy 

*' Big as one's fift or fo, or fomewhat bigger, 

" Would cut upon her petticoat a figure^--' 

" A petticoat of whom each poet fings, 

^ That beams on birth-days for the Beft of Kings, 

'^ Yes, prefents are the things we chiefly wilh— 
" Thefe give not half the toil we find in"trade/*— ' 

On which th' aftonifh'd Emp'ror cries, " Odsfifh ! 
♦^ Prefents !-=prefenr thfe rogues -the baftinade/* 
' ' " " Stem 
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Stem Resolution's eye, that flafh'd with fate. 
At danger obw'ring, wears a withered looki. 

Palfy'd his fincwy arm, where vengeance fkt^, 
Whofe grafp the rugged oak of ages fhook— 

His blood, {o hot, grown foddenly lb chilU 

Sun|c from a torrent to the creeping rill. ' 

In fliort, behold with dread Macartney ftarc; 
Behold him iSeiz'd, his feat of honour barei 

The bamboo founds-n^^las ! no voice of Fame : 
Stripped, fchoolboy-like, and now I fee his Train, 
I fee their lily bottoms writhe with pain, 

Ai)d, like his Lordship's, blufh with blood and 
fliamep 

Ah ! what avails the coat of fcarlet dye. 
And collar blue, around their pretty necks ? 

Ah ! what the epaulettes^ that roaft the eye, 
And loyal buttons blazing yirith George Rex ? 

Heav'ns ! if Kien Lonq refolves upon their dripping, 

Thefc are no talifnun3 to ward a whipping. 

Now with a mock folemnity of face, 
J fee the mighty Emp'ror gravely place 
Fool^-caps on all the poor degraded mcq— # 

T 3 And 
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And now I hear the folemn Emp'ror fay, 
* Tis thus we Kings of China folly pay; 
*« Now, children, yc may all go home agen/' 

O beauteous vcffel, fhould this prove the cafe. 
How in old England wilt thou fhow thy face } 

I fear thy vifage wiU be wond'rous long. 
Know, it may happen— Miniftcrs and Kings, 
Like common folk, are fallible— poor things ! 

Too often fanguine, and as often wrong. 

Yet, if fuccefsful, thou wilt be ador'd — 
Lo, like a Chefhire cat our Court will grin ! 

How glad to find as many gems on board, 
As will not leave thee room to ftick a pin I 



OPES TO KIEN LONG, 

THE PRESENT EMPEROR QF QHINA. 

WITW 

THE (QUAKERS, 

A TALE. 

T O A F L Y, 

PROWNED IN A BOySTL OF PUNCH. 

DDE TO MACMANUS, TQWNSEND, AND JEALOUS, 

THE T H I E F-T A K E R S. 

TO C-ffiLIA.-r-TO A PRETTY MILLINER. 

TO THE FLEA§ QF TENERIFFE. 

TP SIR WILMAM HAMILTON — TQ IdY CANDLE, 

efc. efr. tsTr. 



<< YeS) let us ftrike the lyre, and ^nf and rhyme ; 
f* By far the wifcft way of fpending time.*' 
So fays Anacrzoit, my dear Kix)f Lonc ; 
Let Pritax)( theny and CiiinA| hear Qftr Soo^r 



T4 



TO THl 

MPEROR OF CHINA. 



DEAR KIEN LONG, 

T length an opportunity prefents itfelf for con- 
ing with the Jecond Potentate upon earth, 
)RGE THE Third being moft undoubtedly the 
, although he never made verfes. Thy praifes of 
UKDEN, thy beautiful little Ode to Tea, &c. 
e afforded me infinite delight; and to gain my 
idUy who am rather difficult to pleafe, wiU, I 
re thee, be a feather in thy imperial cap. 

Principibus/iirK^ viris, mn ultima lam eft. 

Praife from a Barp of my poetic fpirit. 
Proclaims indeed no fmall degree of merit. 

:njfe this piece of cgotifm — it is natural, and juf- 
:d by the fublimeft authorities. What iipj% 

IGIL? 

*' Ttntanda 'via eft qua me quoque pojjtm 

*' TolUre bumo, nfidcrqu: njirum *voiitare per Qra** 

bat, Ukewife, Lucretius? 

** Irfignemque meo capili pet ere inde coronam 
" Unde prius nuUi ijddrunt tempora Mit/a;** 

5 What, 
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What, alfo, Ovid? 

•* Jamque opus exegi,** &c. 

What, moreover, Horace? 

■* Exegi mottumitttum are ferennius^* if c. 

What, Ennius? 

•* Nemo me lacrumeis decoret nee funera fietu!^ &c. 

What, again, the great Father of Poetry, Home|l, 
in his delightful Hymn, that fome impudent Schdiafts 
dpclaf c he never wrote ? 

— — TiV i^fjLfAiv ecvfig riiir&* AOIAXIN 

which, with a few preceding lines omitted in thu 

quotation, I thus a little paraphraftically and bcauti? 

. fully tranllate : 

Should Curiosity at times enquire 
'Who llrikes with fweetcft art the Muse's lyre; 

This be thiae anfwer — " A poor man, flark blind j 
An aged minftrel that at Chios dwells, 
V/ho fells and Angs his works, and fings and fells, 

And leaves all other poets far behind." 

So muclk for my frofound learning in defence o '^ 
egotifnrii for where is the man that does not rariL=^ 
himfclf amongft his own admirers ? 
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Now to the point. — As Lord Macartney, with 
liis moft iplendid retinue, is about to open a trade 
with thee, in the various articles of tin, blankets, 
woollen in general, &c. &c. in favour of the two 
Kingdoms ; why might not a literary commerce take 
place between the Great Kien Long, and the no 
Ids celebrated Peter Pindar ? Thou art a man of 
rhymes---and fp am L Thou art a genius of uncom- 
mon yerfatility — fo am I. Thou art an enthufiaft 
to the Mufes— fo am I. Thou art a lover of novelty— 
fo am L Thou art an idolater of Royalty-^fo am L 
With fuch a congeniality of mind, in my God's name 
and tbiniy let us furprife the world with an interchange 
of our lucubrations, both for its improvement and 
delight. And to Ihew thee that I am not a literary 
fwindler, unable to repay thee for goods I may receive 
from thy Imperial Majefty, I now tranfmit fpecimens 
of my talents, in Ode, Ballad, Elegy, Fable, and 
Epigram. 

I am, dear Kien Long, 

Thy humble Servant and brother Poet, 

P. PINDAR^ 



ODES TO KIEN LONG. 



sss 



O D E I. 



*MTBiL compIImeAteth Kiin Lo^g on bis poeticd talent^ tnj. 
condemneth the want of tafle in Weilern Kings. 

LJe AR EMF'RORi Prince oi^ Poets, nobk Baro^ 
rhy brother Peter fendeth thee a card. 

To fay thou art an honour to the times—- 
if cs, Peter telkth thee, that for a King, 
indeed a mofl: extraordinary thing. 

Thou really makeft very ehaniung rhynies^ 

WTitnefs ihy Moukden,* which wc rfl admire j 

Witneft thy pretty little Ode to Tea, 
wompos^ when fipping by thy Tartar fire; 

Witnefs thy many a madrigal and glee. 

Believe me, venerable, good Kien Lx)no, 
VzA is my pleafure that the Mufe's fong 

Divinely 

• A favourite City of the Eihjpcror, 
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Divinely foundeth throu^ thy Tarter grovisi , 
Still greater, that the frfi of Eaftern Kings 
Should praife in rhynne the Tartar vales and fprings^ 

And pay a tuneful tribute to the Loves^ 

Yet how it hurts my claflic foul, to find 
Some Weftern Kings to poetry unkind ! 

What though they want the fkill to make ai riddl6> 
Charade, or rebus, or conundrum; ftill 
Thofe Kbgs might (hew towards them fomc goodwill, 

And nobly patronife Apollo's fiddle. 

But no — the note is, " How go ftieep a fcore ? 

" What, what*s the price of bullock ? how fells lamb I 
** I want a boar, a boar, I want a boar^ 

'* I want a bull, a bull, I want a ram." 
Whereas it ftiould be this—" I want a Bard, 
" To cover him with honour and reward/' 

Kings deem, ah me ! a grunting herd of fwinc 
Companions fwceter than the tuneful Nine; 
Preferring to Fame's dome, a hog-ftye's mircj 
The roar of oxen to Apollo's lyTC. 



€€ 



Lord' 



-ord! is it poffible?" I hear thee groan— 
:m Loko, 'tis true as thou art on thy throne : 
fouls like thine, *tis natural to doubt it— - 
CARTNEY can inform thee all about it. 



ODE IL 



e Compliments to the Emperor— > A DiiTertation on 
HRONSSy and Kings and Queens — A very proper attack 
I the French Rcvolutionifts — The fate of poor Religion, 
•ophcfied— Alfo, of his Holinefs the Pop b — More Lamcnta- 
ons on degraded Roir a l t y • 

I 

HOt/ art a fccond Atlas, great K^i en Long; 
)porting half th' unwieldy globe, fo ftrong ; 
3ut, Lord ! what pigmy fouls to empire rife; 
iconfcious of its glorious frame, they flcep-* 
w juft like mice from pyramids that peep, 
Ihinldng a hole*s a holie, where'er it lies. 

RTUNB has too much pow'r in this fame world— 

lings are too often topfy-turvy hurl'd ! 

A bug condcnift'd to fly that fcarce can crawl \ 

A oiaggot 
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A maggot taken from his little nut, 
(There by the great All-Wise moft wi/efy put]^ 
To grovel 'midft the grandeur of St. PAtrt t 

Unluckily moft thrones are plac'd fo high. 
That Kings can fcarce their loving fubjedts- Ipy, 

Hopping beneath them, like fo many crows ^ 
Which fubjecls have in France been taking 
Great liberties in ladder-making. 

To get up nearer to the royal nofe. 

Thus wnns ere long their pigmy pow'rs wiil try> 
And, turning to thd clouds thei^ litde eye. 
Aim to arreft, by frecjuent daring flights. 
Their elder brothers of the fkies,r the Kites I 

And yet I hate a Fool upon a throne— 
We have been happy hitherto, thank God; 

How boys would burft with laughter, ev*ry one. 
Were »7^»^^-fchoolmafters to hold the r$dl 

Yet much more mifchief follows royal fools. 
As realms are on a larger fcale than fchools.^^ 
Th' Americans provide againft all this: 
Which cn'tain Gentlefolk take much amifs ! ' 
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And then again, the mi;es of glorious Kings, 
in gcnerofity, and fuch-lUcc things. 

And temper mi/d, who well themfelves demean. 
Are for the JuhjeEt a rare happy matter j 
And let me fay indeed, who fcora to flatter^ 

We BkiTOMS are ntoft lueky in a ^ueen. 

Of humbling their fuperiors, fdllcs feem fond. 

And treadng Monarchs as fo many logs; 
Whereas it is in Courts, as in a pond. 
Some fifh, fome frogs. 

Thtfs do the rebel foes of Sovereigns cry. 
Rending with vile difloyalty the £ky : 

»' When will the lucky day be bofn that brings 
" A bridle for the infolence of Kings ? 

** Too flowly moves, alas ! die loitering hour! 
« When will thofe Tyrants ceafe to fancy Mam 
" A Owning dog in Providence's plan ^ 

** Ordain'dtoHcktheblood-ftain'drodofPow'R?'* 

Kings have their faults undoubtedly, and maTty-^ 
The man who contradifts me^ is a iany* 
Some rob, fome kiU, fome cheat, fome cringeandb^s 
Curft with an avarice, fome would fhave an^g. 
VoL.IIL U And 
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And ytt, with all their fins, I drop a tear 
On what Vm daily forc'd to fee and hear. 

Great is the change of late ! fuch horrid fccnes^ 
Such little rcvVencc both .for Kings and Queens f 

Thus cry the Frenchmen, feldom over-nice— 
" We want no scepter'd' plunderers of States^ 
** Out with them — folly to maintam more cats 

" Than capable of catching mice. 

*' Death to their parafites— we'll have ne more 
" Leeches that fuck the heart's blood of the poor. 
" Down with Dukes, Earls, and Lofds, thofc Pagan 

Jojes, 
^^ Falfe gods! — away with ftars, and firings, and 

crofTes!" 

The French are very wicked, I declare; 
They raife upori one's head, one's very hairj^ 

So much thofe fellows Majefty abufe — ^ 
Of Royalty the purple robe fo grand, 
Wliich feizes the deep rev'rence of a land. 

They to a malkin turn, to wipe their flioes. 

^ Out with State-pickpockets!^' they cry aloud: 
** Death to the rav'nous eagles,'*" cries die crowd. 
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" That happy hover o'er a People's groan; 
** Thieves, in the plunder of an empire dreft; 
*' Flatt'ry's vile carrion flies, on Kings that feaft; 

" Rank bugs that Iheltcr in the wood of thrones ! 

*' The Dustman in his cart that hourly flaves, 
*^ Drawn by an afs, the partner of his toils, 

**" How far fupe^or to thofe titled knaves, 

*^ In coaches glittering with a kingdom's fpoikl'* 

The old Jic volo^ that, with thundering found, 
Rous'd all the Provinces of France around, 

(And if great things we may compare to fmall, 
Juft like the boatfwain's whifl:le, that makes Ikip 
The jovial fellows of a fhip) 

This great sic volo is not heard at all-— 

To humbler phrafes changed by fome degrees; 
** With your good leave, Meffieurs'*— " Sirs, if you 
pleafe/' 

Yes, favage are the Fuench to Kings and Quality; 
"Void of good manners, common hofpitality-^ 

Barb'fous, they dog-like wifh to pick their bones; 
U a Make 
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Make juft as much df Dukes as of a duckj 
(Nobility has therefore fhockmg liick) 

And dafli an infant Prince again the ftonefi. 
Thus butchers calmly ftick a fucking pig. 
And o'er a bleeding lambkin hum a jig. 

Rbligioit too is in a deep decline; 
Her votaries treated like a herd of fwine 5 

kich relicks look'd upon as rotten lumber! 
Who will be canonized for frightening devils. 
For bringing back loft limbs, and curing evils. 

Scald heads, wrynecks, and rickets beyond numbe 

Without a draught, a bolus, or a pill. 
That of redoubted Doftors foil the (kill ? 

Religion, who m France, fome years ago. 
Made in rich filks fo wonderful a fhow. 

So us'd with all the pride of curls to charm. 
Is now, poor foul, obliged to beg her bread. 
With fcarce a cap or ribbon to her head. 

Or woollen petticoat to keep her warm* 

Yes, poor dear maid, I fear fhe'll foon expire ^ 
Her whips dcmoUfli'd, and extrndt her fire^ 
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Her pincers broken— fnapp'd in twain her (:leavcr^ 
That flogg'd, that burnt a (inner to falvation> 
Roafting away the four$ adulteration. 

And chopped and pinch'd hin^ to a true BeUcver, 

No longer are her priefts to be maintained— 
Thus is that horrid bead the Dev'l unchain'd. 

That roaring Bull at once his triumph Ihows : 
For, if not paid, what priefts can prov« their mighty 
Fight the good fight;, 

And, like (launch bull-dogs, nail him by the no(e ? 

Death and the Dev'l, the fmutty rogue, and Sin:„ 

A pretty junto, are upon the grin j 

Hoping to /// the dark infernal hole. 

If all the priefls rcfufe to help a foul: 

That moft important conteft then is o^^xi 

Pull Dev'l, pull Parson, will be icta no more. 

Yes, at her wounded pow'r Religion faints; 
Alas ! no more old bones (hall make new Saints i 

No nwrc (hall Lent, lean lady, cry her fifli i 
No more (hall fliccs of the crofs be courted j 
De(pis'd the manger that our Lord fupported. 

His facred pap-fpoon, and the Virgin's difli, 

U 3 No 
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No abfolutions, like potatoes, fold ; 
No purgatory-fouls redeem'd by gold : 
No more in cloth of gold, and rcd-heerd fhocs. 
Bag-wig and fword, a mob the Saviour* views- 
Sold no certificates f of good behaviour. 
To fhow the Lord, the Virgin, and that Savioun 

No more fliall Miracles obtain applaufe. 
Laugh at old Time, and break Dame Nature's laws; 
No more dead herrings, fiU'd with life and motion. 
Leap from the frying-pan, and fwim.the ocean. 

Soon may this wicked Spirit ileal to Rome, 
And poifon ev'ry facred dome -, 

Relicks be kick*d and mock'd by many a giber— 
The Pontiff to the very workboufe brought. 
Or, what could never have been thought, 

Plump'd with his triple crown into the Tyber : 

There 

• Once a year this Jine mummery is exhibited in France, and 
in othdir Romifh countries. 

f In fome part of Ruflia, narrow flips of paper, in form of 
a ribbon, confecrated by the Biftiop, are fold for about three- 
pence a piece, and bound about the heads of dying people. 
They are certificates of their good behaviour. The infcription 
on each is as follows :~" To old God Almighty, to young God 
*' Almighty, and young God Almighty's Mamma— this is to 
*' certify that the bearer hereof died a good Chriftian.** 
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There may we view him flound'ring wild about. 
With not. a Saint he dubb'd to pull him out: 

The fair chafte quills, from angel wings procured. 
Be turh'd to ufes not to be endur'd; 
To villain pens, inftcad of crow-quills cut. 
To draw lewd figures, and deliver /mut: 

Melted the Church's facrcd plate to mugs, 
» To candlefticks, to punch-ladles, and jugs ; 
To porringers the pipes * of facred tunes. 
And filver Chrifts to canifters and fpoons. 

Phials that held of faints the fufFering fighs. 
Seen by the dimmed of "believing eyes, 
Lo, to the meaneft ofBccs (hall fink — 
Hold aquafortis J or reviling ink ! 

The Virgin's gowns and garters, (lockings, Ihoes, 
Sold to her enemies, perhaps, the Jews — 
Her paint, curls, caps, hoop, gauzes, muflin, lace. 
Sold to trick harlots for a rogue's embrace ! 

U 4 Now 

* Of the organs. 
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Now to difloyal mongrels wc return. 

That bark at Kings, and for confufion bum* 

How have owr mighty Monarchs bcea brought dowp! 
Trod in the duft, like fome old wig, the Crow^ ! 

The WiARBRs-rrfome confined in j^s fo dread j. 
Some fhot — fome poifon'd with as much /ang-fr&ui^ 
As though the Mob had merely been employed ' 

To knock a thieving polecat pp die head. 

In ^irtb the Public fees no kind of merit / 
Think of the prcfent equalizing fpirit ! 

Amidft the populace how rank it fprings ! 
Nay, from the palaces the Virtues fly. 
While, boldly entering from their beaftiy ftye, 

The vulgar Passions rufli to pig with Kings f 



OOB 



OOSS TO KUH LONG* sS^ 



.O D E III, 

le PoET.fweetly rcprovcth the Emperor for neglefling to 
turn a penny in an honeft way, and demonftrateththe incon^ 
ircniency of Generofity— proving that a mind on a inoi 
fcale may be produilive of ir arrow dreumjtancet. 

JTREAT XING, thou never educated fwinc. 
Nor takcft goflins under diy tuition ; 
3r boardeft by the week thy neighbour's kme. 
Like Pharaoh's — that is, in a lean condition* 

or doft thou cut down palaces to pens, 
or fendeft unto market cocks and hens ; 
Nor to a butcher fellcft pork and beef: 
or wool nor egg merchant, O King, art thou] 
or dolt thou watch the girl who milks the cow* 
For fear the girl might fip, and prove a thief; 
or fetteft traps to fave thy fowls and eggs, 
nd catch thy loyal fubjefts by the legs— 

or doll thou go a Jhopping^ mighty King; 
loiow that thou dejfifeft fuch a thing; 

Tes, 
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Yes, to expofe fuch mcannefs thou art loadi: 
Thou fcorn'ft to pride thyfclf on buying cheap. 
And for fome trifle a huge pother keep. 

An ounce of blackguard,* or a yard of cloth. 

Nof doft thou (which Jomepe^le may deem ftrange) 
Send Pages with a halfpenny for change ; 
Nor doft thou (which would be a crying fin) 
Cheat of liis dues the Paribn of -Pe-kin. 

Thy mind was form'd upon an anipler fcale : 
Each thought is gcnerofity — a whale: 

Not a poor fprat to dunghills to be hurl'd-^ 
Thy foul a dome ilhim'd by Grandiur's rays. 
That o'er thy mighty empirexafts a blaze ^ 

A beacon to inform a world. ' ^ 

.But, ah J Kjs* Long, thou never wilt be rich. 
If gcnerofity thy heart bewitch. 

What fay^j Economy ? ^^ Let fubje<5b groan— 
*^» Let Misery's howl be niufic to thine ear-^ 
** Yes, let the widow's and the orphan's tear 

'^ Fall printlefs on thy heart as on a ftone." 



The 



• A coarfe fnuiF, emphatically fo called^ 
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tc fouls of many Kings are vulgar entries, 
With not a ruflilight 'midft the difmal winding ; 
A. long, dark, dangerous, dreary way, paft finding— 
f pocRisv and Mbanness the two fentries* 

iBiTioN, that on riches calls its eyes, 
aunts on the tennpeft of a People's Jighs! 
Emp'ror, Gen^osIty's a fool— 
e wants advice from Javing Wisdom's fchooU 

K>k at a fmiling field of grafs : 
)thing can eat it out, nor horfe nor afi, 
Dvided that you put, to fpare the feaflr, 
padlock on the mouth of ev'ry beaft. 
lus, muzzle but thy palace now and then, 
lou wilt be wealthy among fcepter'd men, 

rite not a whole Million* to thine hunt; 
ly purfe with fuch a heavy weight would grunt. 
In England, when a King a deer unharbours, 
le (port a half a dozen butchers fhare; 
' fmutty chimney-fweeps percbaunce a pair; 
With probably a brace or two of barbers* 

What 

» This is the number of the Emperor's attendants, in general, 
. hunt.' 
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"What though *tis not quiu royal — ftill wc boaft 
Of gaining glorious fun with little coft. 
The pocket is a very ferious matter : 
Small her allayeth thirft— nay, ftmple water ^ 

The fplendor of a chace, or feaft, or ball, 

Thou^' ftrongi are paffing, momentary rays-^ 

The lijftrc of a little hour — that^s all ; 
^\{\\c guineas with r/dnr^/ fplendor blaze^ 



ODE IV. 



Peter brcaketH out inta a /rtf»g-^ rhapfody, fo unll&e Pbter> 
who chrifteneth himfelf the Poet of the People— He 
advifeth the Emperor to adlions nettew fra£iifed by Kings!-' 
I&it« or is it not, one continued vein of happy irony ? 

iJlVE nothing from thy privy purfe away, 

I fay- 
Nay, fhould thy cx)fFers and thy bags run tier^ 
NegleSI or fenpan Merit on the Poor. 

Cm 



\ 
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jiv£ not to Holpiuls — thy Name*s enough-. 
To death-face Famine, not a pinch of fnuff: 
On Wealt« thy quarry, keep a falcon-view. 
And from thy ^ny children Ileal their due. 

Shouldft thou, in hunts^ be tumbled from thy horfe. 
Unlucky, 'midft fome river*s rapid courfe; 
Though fharp between thyfelfzxA Heath the ftrifci 
Give not the Page a Jous that faves thy life* 

Should Love allure thee to fome Fair-one's arms. 
Who yields thee all the luxury of charms. 

And deluges thy panting heart with bliffes; 
Take not a ftxpenee from thy groaning cheft. 
To buy a ribbon for the fragrant breaft 

Tliat fw^ird with all its ardour to thy kiflcs. 

Buy not a garland for her (lowing hair; 
Buy not of mittens, or of gloves, a pair. 

To fhield her hands from froft, or Summer's ray j 
But not a bonnet to defend her face. 
Nor 'kerchief to proteft each fnowy grace. 

And deck her on fome rural holiday : 
But fuffer her in homely gccr to pine. 
In fimplc elegance where others Jhim. 

Thou 
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Thou probably mayft anfwcr^ with a groan^ 
** What ! give a vile contagion to the throne f 
** Perdition catch the wealth, in heaps that lies, 
** Whilft trodden Merit lifts her aflcing eyes. I 

" That calG (hall garifh Ostentation grin^ 

** Dcck'd by the fweat of Labour's fun-burnt flciit> 

** Poor cart-horfe, envy*d e'en his very oafs? 
" Heav'ns I Ihall this Mummer Ostentation cry, 
** Roaft in the fun, thou Mob, in afhes lie i 

" Mine be xht guineas j Slave, and thine the groats, 

" Mine be the luxury of wine and oils 

^ Thine, that I condefcend to drink thy toil.*' 

Ah ! fay*ft thou thus ? — dares honour this high pitch? 

Then, noble Emp'ror, thou wilt ne'er be rieh. 

Gold Ihould not gather in a JubjeS's chcflr^ 
The crew grows mutinous — it cannot refts 

It talketh of equality ^ indeed ! 
No, let the Monarch^ bags and coffers hold 
The flatt'ring, mighty, nay, ^//-mighty gold j 

On this (hall brawny Pow'r his fincws feeds 

Jove'5 
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JovE*s eagle near the throne, with eye of fire. 
The vengeance-bearer of the royal ire ! 
Enrich the realnn. Subordination dies — 
Wealth gives a wing that dajhes at the Jkies. 

Blufh not, though up to neck, to nofe, in gold„ 
To let thy favVite Mandarine be told, 

^* The Emp'ror pants for money — hunt about :** 
And fhould thy Minifter, with impious breath. 
Say, ** Sire, we've fqueez'd the people nigh to- 

death"— 
Off with the villain's head, or kick him out» 

^Tis pleafant to look down upon the hovely • 
And count the royal treafure with a Jhovel t 
Pleafant to mark the whites of wiftiing eyesy 
And hear of Poverty the fruidcfs fighs ! 
Grand, on their knees to fee the million cow'r f 
Pale, ftarv'd fubmiffion is the feajt of Pow'rit 

Pr'ythec, to Europe come, Kien Long, with fpeedt 
We'll give thee much inftruftion on this head ; 
Nay, Jome examples alfo fhall be brought. 
Which beats a cold dry precept all to nought. 

% Precept'S" 
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Pkbcbpt's a pignny> he(^ickj weak, and flighty 
Example is a ^iant in his might. 
Then, pr'ythcei to our Europe haftc to ftare j 
Lo, Europe (hall produce thee/i^^£» a Pair I 
A Pair ! to whom lean Av'rice is a fool. 
And means to take a lefibn from their Jcbooh 



O D E V. 



Pete r givcth an accountof the expedition of LordMAC AETKiti 
and, contrary to the tenor of the preceding Ode, abfoktelf 
recooimendeth Gbnerosity to the £mp£iloil« 

jR^IEN LONG^ our great great PeoplBi and 

'S<iyiRE Pitt, 
Fam*d through the univerfc kr/aving wit. 

Have heard uncommon tales about thy wlKdth^ 
And now a veffel have they fitted out. 
Making for good Kien Long a monftrous rout. 

To trade, and beg, and aik about his health* 

This, to my Gmple and unconnying mmd> 
Seems economical, and very kind I 
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And ndW, great Empbror of China, fay. 
What handfome things haft thou to give away ? 

Accept a proverb out of WiIsdom's fchools — 
* Barbers firft learn to (have, by Ihaving fools.' 

Pitt lhav*d our faces firft, and made us grin- 
Next the^^^ French— 2Lnd now the hopeful Lad, 
Ambitious of the honour, fecmeth mad 

To try tlus razor*s edge upon thy chin. 

This as a generous Prince we all regard j 
For cv'ry prefcnt, lo, returning ^«W^ : 

'Tis therefore thought that thou wilt well reward 
Tht/bip and Lord Macartniy for their trouble. 

And now to George and Charlotte what the pre* 

fents ? 
No humming-birds, we beg — no owls, no phcafants; 
Such gifts will put the palace m a fweat— 
For God*s fake fend us nothing that can eat. 

tt What gifts, I wonder, will thy King and Queen 
** Send to Kien Long ? thou cry*ft. — Not much, 
I ween; 
Vol. in. X .They 
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They can^t zSord it ; thty arc very poor—*. 
And diough they ihine m ib.fuhUme a ilation^ 
They arc xktpoore0 people in the nation. 

So wide of Charity their neat *trap*dopr ! ! f 

Our King may fend a dozen codes and hens ; 

Perhaps a pig or two, of his <wil brcc^i^; 
Perhaps a psdr of turkeys from hu pens; 

Perhaps a duck, of his own feeding-^ 

Oxfojfihhf a half a dozen gecfe. 
Worth probably a half a crown a-piece; 

And that he probably may deem enough.--^. 
Her gracious Majesty man condefcend 
Her precious compliments to fend, 

Tack*d to a pound or two of fnuflT: 

The hiftory of Strelitz too, perhaps j 
A place that cuts a fgure in the maps. 

Mo{( mighty Emp'ror, be not diou ajfoid 
That wr fliall generofity upbraid : 



Send 



• Header, this expreffion is uncommonly beautifol* 'nfi^ 
^rr// charities are generally thelargeft, aiidmoR acceptaUsto 
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Send heaps of things-^poh ! never heed the mca* 
If Palaces won't hold the precious things^ [furc— 
Behold^ the beft of Queens and eh of Kings 

Will build them barns to hold the treafuie« 

I know thy delicacy's fuch. 

Thou fancyefl: thou eanft fend ton mu€b: . 

But as I know the Great-ones of otir ifle. 

The very ibaugbt indeed would nuke them imilCf 

Lord 1 couldft thou fend the Chmefe Empire o'er. 

So hungry, we fliould gape for more : 
Yes^ couldft thou pack the Chinefe Empire up^ 
We'd make no more on*t than a China cupi 
Ev'n then My Lady Schwellenbbrg would bawl^ 
« Goie demJe fiahby fella^-^ai^ disalif*' 

Whales very rarely make a hearty meal- 
Thus Princes an eternal hunger feel; 
Moreover, fond of godd Aings gratis i 
Whofe ftomach's motto fhould be, nunquam fatis. 

Then load :xmsf vath jrariMS the ihip. 
And let us cry, " She made VLbandfrme trif*-^ 
Buttnind, no humming-birds, apes, owls, macluws$ 
The dev'l take prefents that can vfag Aeir jaws. 

X 2 QOt 
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ODE. 

iblMPLICITY, I dote upon thy tongue j 
Andtbee^ O whitc-rob*d Truth, Fvc rcv'rcnc*dIongi 

I'm fond too of that flafliy varlct Wit, 
Who flcinis earth, fca, heav'n, hdl, exiftenoe o'er, 
To put die merry table in a roar, 

And (hake the fides with laugh-convulfing fit. 

O yes ! in fwect Simplicity I glory- 
To £^ we owe a charming little ftory. 

WILLIAM PENN, NATHAN, 

AND 

THE BAILIFF. 
A TALE. 

AS well as I can recoiled):. 

It is a ftory of &m'd William Pen n, ' 
By bailiffs oft befet, without efied. 

Like numbers gf our Lords and Gentlentidi-^r 

WilliaU 
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William had got a private hole to fpy 

The folks who came with writs, or " How d'ye do ?" 
Poflefling, too, a penetrating eye, 

Ffteiids from his foes the Quaker quickly knew. 

A bailiff in di%ui{e one day. 

Though not difguis'd to our friend WrLL, 
Came, to Will's flioulder compliments to pay, 

Conceal'd, the catchpole thought, with wondVous 
flcill. 

Boldly he knock'd at William's door, 

Dreft like a gentleman from top to toe, 
Expeftmg quick admittance, to be fure--r 
But no! 

Will's fervant Nathan, with a ftrait-hair'd head. 
Unto the window gravely ftalk'd, not ran — 

** Mafter at home ?" the Bailiff fweetly faid — 
*^ Thoucanft not fpcak to him," reply'd the Man. 

'' What," quodi the Bailiff, " won't he fee me then ?" 
^ Nay, fhuffled Nath an, «« let it not thus ftrike dices 

" Know, verily, that William Penm 
^ Bath Jeen thee, but he doth not like thee." 

X 3 TO 
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T O A FL Y, 
TAKEN OUT OF A ?OWX, Op PyNQHr 

./aH ! poor intoxicated little knavCj 
Now fenfeleis, floating on the fragrant waves 

Why not c :ntent the cakes alone to muachi 
Dearly thou pay 'ft for buzzing round the bowli 
Loft to the world) thou bufy fweet-lipp*4 foulmF 

Thus Death) as well as Pleafur(^> dwells with Puncht 

Now let me take thee out| an(i (poralife«-^rf 
Thus 'ds with mortals^ as it is with flies. 

For ever hankering after Pli^sujiv's cupt 
Though Fat]|s^ with all his legions, be at hand, 
The beafts, the draught of Circs can't withjfauy^ 

But in goes every pofcr^thcy muft^ wUf f^» 

Mad are the Passions, ^s a colt untam'd! 

When Pruoencb mounts their back^, to ride them 
mild. 
They fling, they fnort, they foam, they rife in|ijw>U 

Infifting on their own fple will fo wild. 

Gadfbvdl 
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Gadibud! my buzzing friend^ them art not dead; 
The Fates, fo kind, have not jet fnipp'd tfiy riuwd i 
By hcav'ns, thou mov'ft a kg, and now its brother, 
And*k$ckdig, to, f^in thmi moy'ft another I 

And now diy Btde drunken tym imclofef 
And now d»eu feelefl for thy little^noie. 

And, finding it, thou rubbeft thy two hands; 
Much as to fay, '* I'm glad Fm here again/* 
And well mayft thou rejoice^'tis very plain. 

That niear wm diou to PEATH's^unfocial l^ndB* 

And now thou roUisft on thy hack abouty 
Happy to find thyfelf alive, no doubtr* 

Now tumeft-r-ron the table making rings; 
Now crawling, forming a wet track. 
Now (baking the rich liquor from thy back. 

Now fluttering neftar from thy filken wings: 

Now ftanding on thy head, thy ftrcngth to find. 
And poking out thy fmall, long legs behind ; 
And now thy pinions doll thou brilkly ply ; 
preparing nQW to leave mer-r^fareij^ell. Fly ! 

X 3 Go 
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Go^ join thy brothers on yon funny boards 
And rapture to thy family a6fbrd — 

There wilt thou meet a miftrefs, or a wifc^ 
That faw thee, drunk, drop fenfelefs in the ftreami 
Who gave, perhaps, the wide-rdbunding fcream^ 

And now fits groaning for thy precious life. 
Yes, go and carry comfort to thy friends. 
And wifely tell them thy imprudence ends. 

Let buns and fugar for the future charm ; 

Thefc will delight, and feed, and work no harm— 

Whilft PuKCH, the grinning merry imp of fin, 
Invites th* unwary wand'rer to a kife. 
Smiles in his &ce, as though he meant him blifs. 

Then, like an alligator, drags him in. 



ELEGY 



£ 3«>5 3 
ELEGY 

TO THE 

FLEAS OF TENERIFFE. 



Written In the Year 176$, at Santa Cruz, in company wkh 
a Son of the late Admiral Boscawen^ at the Houfe of 
^ Mr. Mackerrick, a Merchant of that place. 



jL E hopping natives of a hard, hard bed, 

Whofe bones, percbaunce, may ache as well as ou«, 
O let us reft in peace the weary head, 

This nigbi'-thc firft we ventured to your bowers. 

Thick as a flock of ftarlings on our fklns. 
Ye turn at once to brown, the lily's white; 

Ye ftab us aUb, like fo many pins— 

Sle^p fwears he can*t come near us whilft ye bite 

In vain we preach — in vain the candle's ray 

Broad flafhes on the imps, for blood that itch- 
In vain we brufh the bufy hofts away 5 

Fearlefs, on ctber parts their thoufands pitch. 

And 



y>6 TO THE FLEAS OF TKNSRIFFI» 

And now I hear a hungry varlct cry, 

" Eat hearty, flcas-^they'rc fome outlandifh men-* 
•* Fat ftuff— -no Spaniards, all fo lean and dry--^ 

•' -Such charming vcn*fon nc*cr may conic agen/' 

How (hall we meet the mom ? With ihamcfbi eyes! 

With nibbled hands, and eke with jubbled &ces, 
Juft like two turkey-eggs, we Ipeckled rife, 

Scorn'd by the Lov£s, and mock'd by all the Qit i^^is^ 

What mil the ftatply Nymph, Joanma,* fay ? 

How will the beauteous Catherim a* ftarc I 
^ Away, ye nafty Britons — foh ! away/* 

In founds of horror will exclaim the Fdin 

What though we tell them 'twas M AcicEJiRr cj^'sf bed ? 

What though we fwear 'twere all Mackei^rick's 
Difgufted will the Virgins turn the heads fficas? 

No more we kifs their fingers on our knee;* 

No more our groaning verfes greet their hand; 

No more they liften to our panting profe; 
No more beaea:h their window fhall we fland, ^ 

And ferenade their beauties to. rep^fe. 

f Y^ttng Spanifh Ladies of the nrdt fafhion* 

f He is a principal man i;i the iiland^ and mi|ch reTpffte^* 



TO THE 7iIAS OF- T£K£ltIFV|^ ^Q^ 

The Conver/atim * meet their end ; 

The lovc-infpir'd Fandango warms no xnQtth 
Thelaggh^ the nod, thewhilper, willqffcndi 

Thr leer, the fquint, the fqqeezes, all be Q'ei. 

Bat, O 7^ ruthkfs hofts> an Arab trains 
Ye daring light-troops of that roving race. 

Know ye the ftrangers whom with blood ye ftab ? 
Know ye the voyagers ye thus 4i%race ? 

One is a Doctor, of tedoubted fkill, 

A Britdn born, that daundefs deals in death; 

Who to the Weftern Ind proceeds to kill. 
And, probably, of tboufands ftop the breath: 

A Bai^d, whofe wing of thought, and verfe of fire^ 
Shall bid with wonder all Parnassus ftart; 

^ Bajb^o, whofe converfe Monarchs ihall adnrure. 
And, happy, leam his lofty Odes by heart.t 

The other, Ip, a Pupil rare of Mars, 
A ycrgth who kindles with a Father's fiame;. 

poscAWEN (raird, who fought a kingdom's wars. 
And gayc to JmwcrtalUy a name^ 

Lq, 

• At Hs Excellency's the Govercor. 

t Parf of this prophecy has been amply verified. 



jbf '' TO THE FLEAS OF TBNERIFFE.^ 

Lo, fuch arc tve, freebooters, whom ye bite! 

Such is our Britifli Quality, O Fleas!— 
Then {psne our tender (kins this one, one ni^t— 

To-morrow eat Mackerrick, if ye pleafe. 



Th fnJtMt Mnnatwral and fatai enmty towards tbf/i h^ arutwm h 
tht 'world. Kings and Qubins, futting our wufi Avovtt 
Cou P L E more on their guard againft evil macbinations, hyfeUOimg 
Mr, TowNSEND» Mr. Macmanus, and Mr. jBAL6vt, tht 
mofi accomplijbed Thief -takers upon earth, to watch over thnu as a 
Garde de corps ; Juch an important eircumftauee, fi iltumituuive ef 
the hiftoricalpage, could not efcape the eagle i^e of the Lyric Bari^« 
who, im comfyuiuce, has addrefidauOde rf prmfe and eukmtdiion 
to the three aforefaid Gentlemen. 



MfeSSRS. TOWNSEND. MACMANUS, AND JEALOUS, 

THE THIBF-TAKERt, AND ATTENDANTS ON MAJESTY. 

Y E friends to Justice Gibbet, Justice Jail, 
And Justice Cart's flow-moving tail. 

Accept the Baro*s finccre congratulation— 
Ye glorious imps, of thief-fuppreflxng fpirit, 
Elefted, for your mod heroic merit. 

The Guardians of the Rulers of the Nation. 

When 



CM TO MSSSRS; TOWNSEKDj ^frc* ^'^O^ 

When Bloodj that enterprifing chap^ " ' ■■ 
Attempted only on the crown a rape. 

Pale Horror rais'd her hands^ and roird her eyes : 
But fhould Jbme knave, with fingers moft imcfean^ 
Attempt to fteal away our Kino and Quitv, 

How would the Empire in difbrder rife 1 

Juftlike the nations of the hoiiey'd hive. 

Who, if they lofc their Sov'reiok, never /£n^« 

At midnight, lo, fome knave might fteal §(} fly. 
In filence, on the royal fleepy eye. 

And, giving to his facrilege a loofe. 
Bear off the mighty Monarch on his back, 
Juft as fly Reynard, in his nig^c attack. 

Bears from the farmer's yard a gentle gooie. 

'Ye glorious thief-takers, O watch the Pair ; 
We cannot fuch a precious couple (pare— 

O, cat-like, guard the door againft Tom Paine : 
Tom Paine's an artful and rebellious dog. 
Swears that a fiicred throne is but a log. 

And MoNARGHSi too expenfive to mainuin. 

I know 



,3i^ - ^**^ ^ MESSRS. ttywHteNll^ . 

I know their Migefties are in a ftt|^ti ' 
I know they very badly flecp at lag^: 
: ' Tom FMm's iadced a tm^ Mrrific wwdi 
A pame of ftari that SMtA in ev'fy ifrindf '■' 
A goblin damn'di ihxt haunts the rojrsd timid r^^ ^ 
Of Damoclss; ^ haii>ftKlpeHded fWord. ^ ' 

Why fhould oror glorious Sii^*(tigns be «i<>IdS^' 
Why by a paltry fabjcft be diftrefti 

Is there no poilbn for Tom Paine ?— *alas ! 
Is there no halter lor this knate of knaves I 
Audacious fellow ! ioi the Croink he braves^ 

And calls th£ Kingdom a poor burden'd^^ ^ 

For this poor burden'd q/s, h^ fw^^M^ he feelsj . 
And bids him 1^^ ^ regicide^ his heels» 

What a bri|^t thought in George and CaAHLOTrf^ 
Who, to efcape each wicked varlct, 
• . And difappmnt Tom Paine^s difloyal crew, 
Fix'd on the brave Macm an us^ Towhsskd, Ji AiiOtrSj 
Delightful con[q)any) delicious f(^ows. 
To. point outj cv'fy minute> ^b$h «wfe / 



To 



* MACMAJHfSy AND JSALOOT^ 3<1 

To hufUc from before their nobk Graces^ 
Rafcals with ilModkidg defigning fkees^ 

Where ttcafoii) murder^ and Sedition, dweU; 
To give the life of ev'rjr Newgate wretch > 
To &Y who next the &tal cord fliall (Iretch-^ 

The fweet hiftoriam of the penfive ceU« 

O widi wh^t joy felonious ads ye view ! . 

How pleas'd^ a diief or highwayman to hunt! 
Bleft as CpRNWALLis, Tippoo to purfuc; 

Bleft as old FvR.s'iiAM Bhqw^ and Hurry P«Kt ! 

How itch yqur fingers to entrap a thief 1 
How nimbly you purfue him ! — ^with what foul 

Track hiftt fixKn haunt to haunt^ to mercy dea^ 
And drag atlaft the felon from his hole! 

Thus when a Chambermaid a Flea efpies^ 
How beats her heart ! what lightnings fill her eyes ! 
To ieize him, lo, her twinkling fingers fpread^ 
And flop his travels through the realm of bed. 

.« 
He hops— the eager damfel marks the junrip j 
Now fudden falls in thunder on his rump-^ 

5 She 



^la OQE TO MISStS« T0Wlf8£in>s 

She miiTes-— oflT hops Bloodsucker again t 
The nymph with wild alacrity purfucsf 
Now lofes fight of him> and now gets views, 

Whilit all her trembling nerves with aidour ftralm 

Now fairly tir*d, with melancholy face, 
Foor fighing Susan quits th' important chaceu— 
Once more rcfolv*d, flie brightens tip hcf wits> 
And> fiirious, to her lovely fingers Ipits^— 
Thrice happy thought ! yet, not to flatter, 
Tis not the cleanlieft trick in nature. 

Now in the blanket deep fhe fees him hide. 
Who, winking, fancieth Susan cannot lee; 

Now Susan drags him forth, with vi&or pride. 
The culprit cruflieth; and thus £dls the Flea! 

What pity Vis for this important nation. 
The Princes all have had their education! 

What pounds on Gotrihgen were thrown away! 
How had he moralised their youngling hearts. 
How had ye giv'n an bfight of the Arts, 

So neccflfary, Sirs, fgr fpv'rcign fwayl 

Cunning's 



MAdMANUSj AND JEALOUS, JIJ 

Cunning's a pretty monitor for Kings; 
She tcacheth molt extraordinary things ; 

She keepeth fubjefts in their proper Iphere; 
She brings that fool, the Million, tame to hand. 
To dance, to kneel,, to proftrate at command— 

A Kingdom is a Monarch's dancing bear. 
By mieans of this fame humble capering beaft. 
What royal fhowmen fill their fobs, and feaft ! 

O tell the world's great Matters, not to Jpare — 
A fubjeft's murmur is beneath their care : 
When well accuftom'd to the bufy thong. 
Flogging's a matter of mere iport — a fong. 

All know the tale of BETtv and the Eel— 
'^ You cruel b— h (a man was heard to fay) 
^* To ferve poor creatures in that horrid way !" 

^ Lord, Sir!" quoth Betty, turning on her heel, 
*^ The eels are us'd to it !"— fo faying, . 
And humming (a ira^ continued flaying. 

3 how I envy you each happy name ! 
Time (hall not eat the mountain of your feme; 
lor thus myfelf your Epitaph fhall write, 
\nd dare the vile old ftone-eater to bite. 
Vol. Hit . Y THE 



314 OM TO MESSHS. TOWNSBlf0^* 

THE EPITAPH. 

•* Here lie three crimps of death, knocked down ly 
Fatbj 

•' Of Justice the ftaunch bloodrhounds too, fo keen j 
«f Who choak'd the littk pluiRPieis of the State, 

" And, glorious,. fav*d a mighty King and Qgeen,'' 



Behold, the Guards, fo difappointed, mourn f 
With jealoufy their glorious bofoms burn. 

To find by yoUy dread Sirs> ufurp'd their places:^ 
«« What ! not the regiments of Death be truftcd f 
*« By Thief- takers, O Jefu ! to be oufted! 

" Thief-catchers Gardes de corps unto their Graces T 
Thus, thus exclaim the angry men in red. 
Who, with their fwords and guns, may go to bed* 

Gods ! how I envy our great folk theif joys 1 
Your tales of houfc-breakcrs, thofc nightly airfcs> 

Of heroes of the heathy St Gileses boysi 

Hift'ries of pockct-handkerchiefi and piirfes> ^ 

Oh, for minds-royal, what delightful food! 
.JStories furpaffing diofc of Robin Hood. 

5 Swcrt 



ifACMAKirS^ AND JEALOUS^ JI5 

Sweet are of flight-hand Barrinigton the tales ; 

Of changeful Major Semple, charming too ! 
Delicious ftory through each Hulk prevails. 

Full of inftruftion, pleafant, fage, and new. 

Hence the pure ftreams of thieving faience flow. 
Which through your mouths to gaping Monarchs go j 
And frequently the royal gaze, ye greet 
With curious inftruments, for robbmg mete. 

JVbo would not wifli to fee the gliding crook. 
With whom the purfes oft in filence ftray ? 

JVha would not on the tools vdth rapture look. 
That from pofl:rch^es fiiap the trunks away ? 

IFbo would not ope falie dice, ingenious bones ? 
A curious {peculation, worthy thrones. 

Laugh the loud world, and let it laugh again ; 
The Great of Windsor fliall fuch mirth difdain. 

In dajTs t£ yore^ dull days, inflpid thmgs. 
Kings trufted mly to a People's lovei 
But modem times in polidcs improve. 

And BaW'Jireet Runners are the Ihields of Kin^% 

Y« ODE 
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ODE TO CiELIA. 

JUiNVY mull own that thou art palfing fair; 
Love in thy fmiles, and Juno in thy air : 

Yet, CiELiA, if with Gods I may be free, 
I think that Jove commits a fort of fin. 
By ftripping all the Graces to the fkin. 

Merely to make a nonfareille of thee. 

CjELiAy thou knoweft too that thou art pleafingj. 
Moft fpider-like, the hearts of mortals feizingj 

And what too maketh me confounded four. 
Thou knoweft what I wifli to hide. 
Which rather mortifies my pride. 

That Tm a fimple fly, and in thy pow'r. 

When Nature fent thee blooming from above. 
She meant thee to fupport the caufe of Love- 
To. keep alive a beautiful creation: 
Thy graces hoarded, girl, thou muft be told. 
Are really like the fordid Miser's gold, 
Wortblefs,. for want of circulation. ^ 

Behold! 



ODE TO CiELIA. 317 

Behold ! a guinea, by a proper ufe. 
Another pretty guinea will produce ; 

And thus, O peerlefs girl, thy beauty 
May bring thee cent, per cent, within the year; 
That is, another beauty may appear. 

If properly it minds its duty* 

Of wonder, lo, thou putteft on the ftare— »- 
It feems a dark and intricate affair ; 

Thou wanteft a good, able, found advifer ; 
Well, then, my dear, at once agree, 
As cbamber-CQMnkl to take me ; 

1 know none better qualified, nor wifcr. 



¥3 AN 
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AN ODE 

TO 

A PRETTY MILLINER. 

kJ nymph, with bandbox tripping on fo JRvect, 
For Love's fake, ftay thofc pretty tripping feet, 

Join'd to an ancle, formed all hearts to fteal— 
That ancle to the neateft leg united. 
Perhaps — ^with which I ihould be much delighted, 

For men by little matters guefs a deal. 

Love lent thee lips, and lent that bloom divine- 
But, deareft Damfel, what can make them mine? 

Heav'n refts upon thofe heavmg hills of fnowj 
The fafcmating dimple in thy chin ; 
In ihort, thy charms without, and charms within. 

Speak, are they purchafable ? aye, or no ? 

Thou feeft my foul wild flaring from my eyes ; 

Let me not burft in ignorance, feir Maid — 
Why fheweft thou, O peerlefs Nymph, furprife ? 

I am no wolf to eat thee — why afraid ? 

O could 
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3 rould I gain by gold diofe heavenly charms ! 
Z!oul4 gold once give thcc to my eager arms, 

Lo, into guineas would I coin my heartj 
rhofc would I pour pell-mell into thy lap. 
With thee to wake to love, and then to nap. 

Then wake again — again to fleep depart, 

All happy circfcd in thy arms of blifs ; 

To fnajtcl^, wijth riot wild, tby burning kifs j 
A ki/sl — 2Ltboufand kifles let me add — 

Ten tboufan J from thy unexhaufted mint. 

And then ten thoufand of tny own imprint- 
Speak, tempting Syren, to a fwain ftark mad. 

Hcav'ns ! o*er thy cheek how deep the crimfon glows. 
And Ipreads upon thy breaft of pureft fiiows ! 
Why mute, my Angel ? thou difdain'ft reply ! 
'Sdeath! what a cuckoo, what a rogue am I ! 

O Nymph, fo fweet, forgive my wild defircs ; 

That knave, thy bandbox, wak'd my lawlcfi fires, 

. Bade me fu^peft what Chastity reveres : — 

What will wipe ovt th' afltront, O Virgin, Ipeak, 

That flulh'd the rofc of virtue on thy cheek, 

Chiird thy young heart, and dafh'd thine eye with 

tears ? 

Y 4 Go, 
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Go, guard that honour which I decm'd departed-* 
O yield thy beauties to fome fwain kind-hearted, 
Whofe foul congenial fliall with thine unite. 
And Love allow no refpite froni delight. 



A MORAL AFTER. THOUGHT 
ON THE ABOVE. 

► DEAR Innocence, where'er thou deign-ft to dwfU, 
The Pleasures fport around thy fimple cellj 

The fong of Nature melts from grove to grove j 
Perpetual funfhine fits upon thy vale j 
Content and ruddy Health thy hamlet hail, 

And Echo wait^ upon the voice of Love. 

But where — but where is fcowling Guilt's abode? 
The fpeftred heath, and Danger's cavern'd road; 

The fhufflmg monfter treads with panting breath— 
The cloud-wrapp'd ftorm infulting roars around, . 
Fear pales him at the thunder's awfijl found. 

He flares with horror on the flafh of death* . 



He 



A MORAL APTER-THOUOHT. 3?l 

He calls on Darkness with affright. 
And bids her pour her dceipeft night; 
Her clouds impenetrable bring. 
And hide him with her raven wing ! 

Are thefe the pictures ? Then I need not mufe^ 
Nor gape, nor ponder which to choofe : 
O Innocence, this mftant I'm thy flave — 
What but the greateft fool would be a knav^? 



A 

I^YRIC EPISTLE 

T O 

SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON. 



IR WILLIAM ! what, a new eftate ! 
I give thee joy of * Gabia's fate — 
More broken pans, more gods, more mugs i 
More fnivel botdcs, jordans, and old jugs j 
More faucepans, lamps, and candlefticks, and kettles ; 
In (hort, all forts of culinary metals ! 

Leave 

• A newly-difcovered town, filler in misfortune to Hercula- 
neam^ Pompeia> and Psftum. 



31S LYJIIO BPISTU 

Leave not a duft-holc uncxplor- dj 
Something fhali rife to be ador*d : 

Search the old bedfteads and the nig^ i 
Such things arc facrcd— if, by chance, 
Amidfl: the wood, thine eye, fhould glance 

On a nice pair of antique bugs; 

Oh, in forrie box the curious vcrrmn place. 
And let us Britons breed the Roman race ! 

Old nails, old knockers, and old fhoes. 

Would much Daines Barrinoton amufe; 

Old mats, old difh-clouts, dripping-pans, and fpits, 

Would prove deleftable to other wits ; 

Gods legs, and legs of old joint (tools. 

Would ravifli all our antiquarian fchools* 

Some rev'rend modi, with ne'er a wing. 
Would charm the * Knight of Soho-Squarc : 

A headlels flea would be a pretty thing. 
To make the Knight of Wonders flare. 

A curl 
• Sir Jofeph Banks. 



TO SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON* jaj 

K curl of fomc old Emp'ror^s mg. 
Or Nero*s fiddle, 'mid the flames of Rome, 

That gave fo exquifitc a jig. 
Believe me, v/ould be well worth fending home, 

Dh, if fome lumping rarity of gold. 
Thy lucky lucky eyes by chance behold. 

Sent it to our good K*** and gracious QJ^***: 
No matter what th' infcription — if therc*s none, 
'Tis all one ! 

Plain gold will pleafe, as well as work' J, I ween- 
Much will the prefent their greaf eyes regale. 
Let it but cut a figure in the /caU. 

Oh ! could an earthquake ihake down Wappino, 
And catch th' inhabitants and goods all nappmg. 
And then a thoufand years the ruin Ihade, 
What fortunes would be quickly made ! 
What rare Mufasums fi-om the rubbifli rife, 
Wapping antiquities to glad the e3res ! 

How portraits of Moll Flanders, Hannah Sneli^ 
And Mifs D'Eon, thofe heroines, would fell I 
Canning and Squires ! 

How 
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How would the dilettanti of the nation 
Devour the prints with eyes of admiration ! 
And to their merits. Poets ftxikc their lyres ! 

Sign-pofls, with Old Blue Boars, and Heads of Nags, 
Would from the proud poffeflbr draw Jucb brags ! 
Red Lions, Crowns and Magpies, George the Third-^ 
The Cat and Gridiron, our moft gracious Queen, 
With rapt'rous adoration would be feen ; 
They would, upon my word. 
Such would tranfport the people of hereafter. 
Though fubjecls now of merriment and laughter. 



POSTSCRIPT {JubRoJd,) 

HIST ! — what frefh ovens of Etrurian- ware; 
What pretty jordans has my friend to fpare ? 

What gods are ripe for digging up, O Knight ? 
What Britons, knowing in the Virtu tra'de. 
Soon as a grand difcov'ry fhall be made. 

Are near thee, gudgeon-like, prepar'd to bite ? 



What 



TO SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON* 325 

What brazen god, baptised with chamber lye,* 
For which the future connoijfeurs may figh. 

Is goiag into ground, with front fublime ? 
Hereafter to be worfhipp'd foon as feen; 
A refurreftion rare, array'd in green, 
A downright fatire upon Time ; 
Who feems, a poor old fumbling fool, to dote; 
Taking two thoufand years to make a coat. 

A whifper— lock'd is the Mufaeum door,f 
From whence antiques were wont to ftrayj 

Whofe parents ne'er fat eyes upon them more. 
So much the little creatures loft their way ? 

Pity thou couldft not news of them obtain. 

And fend the gods and godlings back again ! 

Sir William, what's become of that fame Monk,}; 
Frorn whofe old corner-cupboard, or old trunk. 

Thine 

• Sir William keeps ah old antiquarian to hunt for him, 
who, when he Humbles on a tolerable flatue, bathes him in 
urine^ buries him, and, when ripe for digging ap, they proclaim 
a great difcovery to be made, and out comes an antique for 
univerfal admiration. 

f Some valuable antiques y not long fince, made their efcape from 
the Royal Mufaeum, and travelled the Lord knonvs ^here* 

X He lived in the neighbourhood of Vefuvius, and furnifhed. 
the Knight with all his volcanic obfervations, which pafs on the 
world as his o^Mn^^Nam quod emis^ pojjis dicere jure tuum. 
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Thine hift'ry iflbed about burning mountains ? 
For who would toiI> and fweat^ and hoe the ]ull» 
To find, perhaps, of knowledge a poor rill> 

Who ealily tan buy the fountains ? 

O Knight of Naples, is it come to pafs^ 
That thou haft left the gods of ftore and bra&» 
To wed a deity oi fiejb and blood?'^ 

lock the temple with thy ftrongeft key^ 
For fear thy deity, a comely She, 

Should one day ramble, in a frolic mood. 

For fmce the idols of a youthful King, 

So very volatile indeed, take wing i 

If bisy to wicked wand'rings can incline. 

Lord ! who would anfwer, poor old Knight, for tbimt 

Yet Jhould thy Grecian Goddefs fly the fiine, 

1 think that we may catch her in Hedge-Lane, f 

• It is really true— the Knight is married to a beautiful v/r^*»» 
whom he fiyles his Grecian. Her attitudes are the moft elejMk 
models for yotmg artifts. 

t The refort of the Cyprian corps, an avenue that opens intf 
Cockfpur-ftrcct, 



EPIGRABt 
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EPIGRAM 

ON A STON£ THROWN AT A VEUT GREAT MjIJT, 
BUT WHfCH MiasBD HIM. 

A ALK no more of the lucky eicape of the bead^ 

From a flint fo unluckily thrown — 
I think very diflPrent, with thoufands indeed,, 

'Twas a lucky efcape for the Stem. 



TO C H L O E. 



A^EAR Chloe, well I know the fwain. 
Who gladly would embrace thy chain ; 

And who, alas! can blanne him? 
Affeft not, Chlob^ afurprifej 
Look but a moment on fbefe eyes, 

Thou*lt aflc me not, to name him* 



ON 
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ON A NEW-MADE LORD. 

X HE carpenters of ancient Greece, 
Although they bought of wood a ftubborn piece. 

Not fit to make a block — yet, very odd ! 
No lofers were the men of chipping trade, 
Bccaufc of this fame ftubborn ftufF they made 
A damn'd good God ! 



o^ 



Thus, of the Lower Houfe, a ftupid wretch, 
Whofe mind to A, B, C, can fcarcely ftretch> 
Shall, by a Monarch's all-creative word. 
Become a very decent Lord* 



TO MY CANDLE^ 

A HOU lone companion of the fpedred night, 
I wake amid thy friendly- watchful light. 

To fteal a precious hour from lifelefs flecp— 
Hark, the wild uproar of the winds ! and hark, 
Hell*s genius roams the regions of the dark. 

And fwcUs the thundering horrors of the Deep. 



From 



TO MY CANDLX: 3^ 

From cloud to cloud the pale moon hurrying flics; 
if cm blacken'dj and now fla(hi^g through her URbs, 

But all is filence hfire— beneath thy beam, 
I own I labour for the voice of praifc — 

For who would fink in dull Oblivion's ftrcam? 
Who would not live in fongs of dBbmt days ? 

Thus while I wondering paufe o'er Shaksfi are's pagCj 
[ mark^ in vifions of delight, the SagSj 

High o*er the wrecks of man^ who ftands fublime ; 
A. Column in the melancholy Wafte, 
[Its cities humbled, and its glories paft) 

Majeftic, 'mid the folitud^ of Tims. 
STet now to iadnefs let me yield the hour--« 
Sfes, let the tears of pureft friendfliip fliow'r. 

t view, alas ! what ne'er (hould die, 
ft. form, that wakes my deepcft figh; 

A form, that feels of Death the leaden fleep— 
Defcending to the realms of ihade, 
[ view a pale-ey'd panting Maid J 

I fee the Virtues o'er their fav'ritc weep. 

Vol. III. Z Ah! 



3 jo 'Vo Ur CAIIDCE. 

« 

Ah! ccniUthcMosEVfiinplcpfa/r 
dSfiimand the envied trump of Vamz, 

Oblivion fhould Eliza (pare : 
A world fliould ec^o mA, her name. 

Art thou departing too» my trembling fiiendf 
Ah! draws thy Utde lullre to iti end ? 

Yes, on thy fiame^ Fatb too ftiall fix her fcal— ^ 
p let me, penfive, watch thy pale decay; 
How &R, that fiune^ fo tender, wears away ! 
. How &ft thy life the reftlefs minutes ileal! 

How flcndcr now, alas ! thy thread of fire ! ' 

Ah, falling, falling, ready to expire ! 

In vain thy ftrugglcsH-rall will foon be o'er— 

At life tbpu fnatcheft with an eager leap : 

Now round I fee thy flame fo feeble creep. 

Faint, lefs'ning, quiv'ring, glimmering— n<W lio 
more 1 

Thus fliali the funs of Science link away. 
And thus of Beauty fade the faircft flow'r— 

For Where's the Giant who to Time fliall lay, 
*' Deftruftive tyrant, I arrclt thy pow'r ?" 



A POETICAL, SERIOUS, 
AND POSSIBLY IMPERTINENT, 

EPISTI^E TO THE POPE- 

ALSO, 

A PAIR OF ODES TO HIS HOLINESS, 

ON HIS KEEPING A DISORDERLY HOUSE $ 
WITH 

A PRETTY LITTLE ODE TO INNOCENCE. 



Paulo majora e^namus, V I R o • 

To Kings and Courtiers we liavc chimip'd long-* 
Afufe, give we now hii Holinsss a Song. 



Z 2 



PROLOGUE TO THE EPISTLE. 



^' A CAT may look upon a King;" 

So fays the proverb ! and the proverb's right j , 
For Monaj^ch now is prov'd a human thing. 

Although it lifts its nofe to fuch a height. 
The Lord*s anointed is an antique phraie. 
Left out by Diftionaries of our days. 
King-making unto man is juftly giv'n— 
Once the great pcrquifite mdeed of Heaven. 
I fey, a Cat may look upon a King- 
But foreign Potentates fay, ** No fuch thing." 
Sicilians King, replete with right divine. 
Thinks he may hunt his fubje6):s like his fwinei 

And other Continental Kings, befide. 
For glory and blood-royal all agog, 
Think they may hunt a fubjeft like a hog: 

This mortifies of us /mall rogues the pride. 
What hurts me more, and both my eyes expands. 

And lifts with horror from my head, my wig, 

Z3 Thoft 



334 FKOLOGUI TO THI EFISTLI. 

Thofe birth-puflTd Kings of foreign lands. 
To commm Chfiftiftns, have prtfsrr'J the Fig ! 

A dead pig, to be fure, is better eating 
Than a dead chriftian— handfomer for treating: 
But both alive — how difTrent in their nature ! 
Man furely is the much fublitncr creature. ^ 

Since Cats may look upon a Kiiig, I hope^ 
A Bard may write a letter to a Pop^ 

Though hand and gloYe with Heav'n-^-ca :great 
connexion ! 
Who deals for fouls, ^Ivations &om his wallet. 
As from their fhops, green*grocers, for the. p^latci 

Deal garden-lhiff of all complexion; 
And felh a. good fnug feat amidft the fkies. 
To any wicked Gendcman that dies ; 
As unto Ji)hn, Sir Will, my Lord, his Grace, 
Great Madam •ScwHfiLi.iNB«iiGBN|^/v^x a place; 
A cook-like Dame, who underftands placc^caryij^ 
And faves fucb worthy families from ftarving. 

So much for Prologue.to my Pope's Epiftle; 
To which his Holincfs may cry^ . ff Go— whiMe/' 
. . ■■ Perchance 



PROLOGUX TO THE EPISTLE* ^^S 

Perchance his HoUnefs may alfo add^ 

'* P-x take me, Peter, if you ar'n't too bad: 

* Dare fix thine impious foot on my dominionSi 

* TUpay thee for cpiftles and opinions.'* 
Well then, fince things are tond fide fo, 

l^d Danger with his poniard lurks at Rome, 

rU not fet off to kife your Worfhip's toej 
But wave the glory, and remain at home. 



Z 4 A SERIOUS 



A POETICAL, SERIOUS, 
AND POSSIBLY IMPERTINENT, 

EPISTLE TO THE POPE. 



W HILE France, for freedom mad, invades thy 

rights, 
And pours her millions o'er the world, like mites ; 
Knocks the poor growling German o'er the fnout. 
And threatens hard the man of cheefe and grout ; 
Chives poor Sardinia's Monarch a black eye. 
And makes the Nimrod King of Naples cry; 
What's worfc too, threatens poor Loretto's Ihrinc, 
Where the good Virgin goes each day fo * fine. 
Threatens to tear the muflin from her head. 
And put die t cap of flannel in its ftead ; 
Where is th' Almighty's Man, tlie Church's hopci 
Prince of falvation, Peter's heir, the Pope ? 

Z 4 O thou, 

-• • She has a drcfi for cvcr^ day in the yeas. 
t The cap of Liberty. 



33'i EPISTLE TO THE POPE. 

O diou, the true dclccndant of Saint Pctcr> 
In very anger^ Io> I pen this metre ! 
There was a time when P.opes behav'd with §>irit— 
But nought, fave indolence, doll thou inherit. 
Co, ope thy churches, coAvcnts, all thy chsqpdls, " 
Since Atheifm with the true Religion grapples; 
Tlunk of thy Anceftors fo great of yore. 
And bid thy noble Bull as ufual roar; 

They whofe ftern looks could make an Erx?p*rpr .coj?^*, 
And Kings like fchoolboys (huddcr at their pQw'r. 
Moft dangerous are the times— I fcorn to flaijcr— * ' 
Then ope thy catarafts of holy water; 
Gather thy crucifixes, wood, brafs, ftpnes ; 
Bid the dark catacombs dilgorge their bones; 
Create new regiments of Saints fpr fight; \ 
And chacc the gathering gloom of Pagan night. 
See *France againft her rightful Lord rebel! 
And fee ! her Satan banifh'd from, his hell ! 
Blind wretch ! now juftly fufPring for her evil I 
Fcr whatare States, without a King and Devil.? 



• The Author does not mean to treat with unfeeling ridicale 
the fate of the unfortunate Louis, but merely to notice <te 
extiadion of Monarchy and Religion in France, 



SPISTL3 TO THE pafl. 23^ 

A pair fo fwcctly fuited^to controul ! 

Th' infurgcnt body, one; and one, the fouL 

To thee (thy flaves) the Miracles belong; 

As Mufic waits on Lady Mary's tongue, 

HiuTuUty on K , vpid of art j 

As melting mercy bangs on B " 's heart. 

If marvels by thine ancefiors were done. 

Why not perfQrm'd, in God's nanje, by the fon ? 

As Becket, that good Saint, fliblimely rode^ 

Thoug^dels of infult, through the town of Strode, 

What did the Mob ?— Attacked his horfe's rump, 

And cut the tail fo flowing, to the ftump ; 

What docs the Sant ? — Quoth he, « For this vile trick, 

" The town of Strode (hall heardly be fick/' 

And lo, by pow*r divine a curfc prevails ! 

The babes of Strope are born with horfes tails ! 

Lodged in the talons of a famifli'd kite. 
And juft about to bid the world good night, 
A gende Goflin on Saint Thomas call'd ! 
At once the feathered Tyrant looked appalled; 
S.uddcn his iron claw grew nervelefi, loofe. 
And droppM the fwcet believing Babe of Goofe. 
Such was xht powV of Samts, though dead and rotten. 
By thee (one verily would think) forgotten ; 

Then 



540 IWSTLE TO THE FOPI. 

Then, prithee, do at once diy beft endea^xnir. 
As all the Saints are wonderful as ever» 
Saint Dunstan can'd the Devil> the ftory goes. 
And pinched with red-hot tongs the Imp's black nofe : 
In vain he fwotc, and roar'd, and danced about-* 
Sore was his back, and roafted was his fhout. 
The powV he boafted, to his bones arc pv'n : 
Such is th^ gift of Saints, when lodged in Heav n. 

Hear widi what blafphemy this FmiNcs behaves ! 
*^ Rome, I defpife thee : all thy Popes are knaves; 
** Thy Cardinals and Pricfts the earth encumber— 
^^ Avaunt the Saints, and all fuch holy lumber! 
<^ Chop off thdr heads; away the legs and toes: 
•* Away the wonder-working tooth and nofe 2 
** Away the wonder-working eyes and tears, 
«* The vile impofture of a thouiand years ! 
" Calves heads, pigs pettitoes, perform as well, 
" Raife fiom the dead, and plagues and devils expel. 
•* Saint Genevieve no longer is divine^^ : 
" The wife Parifians mock her worm-gnaw*d fluinc; 
•^ Whofe coffin planks that could fuch awe in^ire, 
«^ May go to light the kitchen-wench's fire. 
, *f Saint Jail, Samt Whip, Saint Guillotine, Saint Rope^ 
" Poflels (we think) more virtue than the Pope. 

« Mv 



IPISTLE TO THE POPE* ■ 34I 

** My woolcomber, my fadlcr, and my hatter, 

*^ No more Saint Bl^zCj Saint James, Saint Saviour 

flatter: 
*' My carpenter, my farrier, and my furrier, 
<• My fiflimonger, my butchery baker, currier, 
** And eke a hundred trades befides, no more 
•* Bow to thofe marvel-mongers, and adore,* 
*' Hang mei* the Barber cries, *' if Tm the fool 
^' To trim for nought the Virgin Mary's poll !'* 
*^ Bum n)e," cries Crifpin, " if I don't refufc 
^* To find the gentlewoman in her flioes !*' 
** Curfe me," the Mercer cries, *< If /give gowns, 
" To be the laughing-ftock of all our towns !" 
** Danm me," the Hofier roars, " if *tis not fhocking, 
*' That I Ihould give the woman's legs a flocking !" 
" And why," the linen man exclaims, '^ a pox, 
" Should I, forfooth, be forc'd to find her fmocks ?" 
** No more fhali bumpkins near the altar place 
'* Fair veal and mutton, for th* Almighty's grace; 
^^ Grace to increafe the loves of bulls and rams, 
** And make more families of calves and lambs ; 
*' No more fhall capons too for grace be fwapp'd, 
" By priefts ador'd^ and in a twinkUng fnapp'd. 

*^ My 
t • Every trade has its Saints. 



34* IPIfTLE TO tItE POPt. 

*' My bumjpkinsi once Ibch fools; think mfcr now, 

«* ThatGod without /^rfr aid can tk/s die Cow, 

*' With due fertility the poultry keqj, 

«' And kindle love fufficient (bir the fheep. 

*^ On thcii^ paft folly with aniaze tftey ftare, 

" And niock the folemn munirhcry of pray'r. 

** Nq more on Anthony's once h«lIow*d fcaff 

«* Tht hoffe and afs (hall travel, to b* bfeftj 

« No more (hall Hodoe's prong and ftiovel ftart, 

" Boot,- faddle, bridle, wheelbarrow, and cdrt; 

" No more in Lent fhall wifer Frenchmen ftarve, 

" While Gqd affords them a good fowl to carve. 

*' Away with fafts— a fo^f could only hatch 'em— 

*' 'Frenchmen, eat fowls, wherever you can catch '*m. 

*' Let not the fear of hell your jaws controul-^ 

** A capon (truft tnfe) never damn'd a foul. 

" Heav'n kindly fends to man the things man chck>j9^ 5 

*' And he's an impious blockhead who refbfes. 

*« Melt all the bells to cannon with their grace; 

«' And, 'ftcad of Demons, let them Auftrians chace. 

•* Away with relicks, holy water, oils, 

^* At which Credulity herfclf recoils ! 

" Lo, Kellerman's and Custine's gun-clad powV 

** Will do more wonders with their iroalhow'r, 

5 ^« Than 1 



IPISTLl TO THE POTE* ^^^ 

*' Than all the Saints and croflcs of the nadcm, 
•^ Since Saints and croffes grew a fi>dlifh falhioiu 
** Let crucibles and crucifixes join, 
*^ And filvcr Saints perform dieir feats in cairii 
^* Make a good rubber of the Vh^in's wig— 
** Out with her ear-rings, and the Damfe unrig; 
*^ Sell oflf her gowns and petticoats of gold ! 
^* A pitce of timber nied riot fear the t6ld. 
<^ Out with the Priefts, to lull's wild frenzy fed, 
*^ Who put the bridegf-oorti and the biide to htdi 
** One eye to Heav'n with finftity apply'd, 
*' Tht other leering oh the blufliful Bridej 
*^ Who loads her in hot fancy with carelfes, 
^* And cuckolds the poor bridegroom as he bkflfes! 
** PerifH the maffes for a burning foul, 
** That never yet cxtinguifh'd haJf at coal ! 
*' No nriore for fins let pilgrliTis vifit Rome--. 
" TH' Almighty can forgive a rogtie at home. 
*' Strike me that purgatory from our creed— 
'* Heav'n wants not fire to clarify the dead. 
•* Break nie old Januarius's bottle; 
•* And let Contempt the old imjioftor throttle ! 
" A truce to pray'rs for Saints in Heav'n to hcar-^ 
'' Tis idle — fincfe not one of thwi* is there. 

** Away 



344 EPISTLE TO THE POPE. 

*' Away with bcncdiftions— canting matter ! 

** A horlepond is as good as holy water. 

^ Unveil the Nuns> and ufeful make their charms} 1 

** And let their prifon be a Lover's anus. 

** I fcout your Porter Peter and his keys, 

•* That ope to ev*ry rogue a Pope fhall pleafe. 

** A vaunt the inftitutions that en/lave! ^ 

** The man who thought of marriage was a knave i 

^^ Rais'd a huge cannon againil human blifs, 

*^ And fpoird that firft of joys, the raptVous kifsj 

'^ Delicious novelty from Beauty drove, 

*^ And made the gloomy ftate the tomb of Love; 

" To dijcord turning what had charnCd the ear : 

*' Converting Burgundy, to four fmall-beer^ 

*' Thus from his bright domain a Sun is hurl'd, 

*^ To gild a pin-hole, that fhould light a world*. 

*^ Exulting Reason from her bondage Iprings, 

^* Clainris Heav'n*s wide range, and Ipreads her eagle 

wings; 
" While Superstition, lodged with bats and owls,. 
^' With Horror, and the Uopelefs maniac, howls.'* 

Thus crieth France ! 

Thus Infidelity walks bold abroad. 
And, 'ftead of Faith^ the Cherub, fee a toadl 

Su* 



EPISTL8 TO THE 1*0J>E. 345 

ch 13 th' impiety of Francb, alas ! 

id fhall Ilieh blafphemy unpuni(h*d pafs ? 

) ! — for the honour of Religion^ rife, 

id flafli conviftion on their mifcreant eyes. 

LC French are devils — devils — downright devils j 

heavenly wheat, accursed deftruftive weevils ! 

nominations ! atheifts, to a man ; 

►gues that convert the fineft flolir to bran i 

Vice's drunken cup for ever guzzling; 

ft like the hogs in mud uncleanly nuzzling. 

:now the rafcals have a fin in petto ^ 

) rob the holy Lady of Loretto % 

tack her temple with their guns, fb warrifli, 

id thruft the Gentlewoman on the parilh— 

Lady all fo graceful, gay, and rich, 

ith gems and wonders lodg'd in every flitch. 

sir of SaInt Peter, kindle then thine ire, 

id bid Franc: e feel thy apoftolic fire 5 

link of the quantity of facred wood 

ly treafurics can launch into the flood ; 

liat fhips the holy manger can create ! 

: leaft a dozen of the largcft rate — 

id, lo, enough of fweet Saint Martha's hair, 

) rig this dozen mighty (hips of war. 

Vol. hi. a a Our 



34^ IPISTLB TO THE POF?* 

Our Saviour's pap-^oon> that a world adorts. 
Would make a hundred thoufand pw: of oars. 
Gather the ftones that knock'd down poor Sain 

Stephen^ 
And fling at Frcnchoicn in the name of Heav'n j 
Bring forth the thouiands of Saint CATHERiKB*sn^! 
That ev*ry convent^ church, and chapel hails-— 
For ftormsj uncork the botded fighs of Martyrs, 
And blow the rogues to carth*s remoteft quarters. 
Such relicki, of good mother Church the pride. 
How would they currycomb a Frenchman's hide ! 
Son of the Churchy again I fay, arifc. 
And fiaih new marvels in their fmner eyes i 
With teeth and jawbones on thy holy back, 
Thumbs, fingers, knucklebones, tofillafackj 
With joints of rump and Ibins^ and heels and to^ 
Begin thy march, and meet thy atheifl foes; 
Struck with a panic fhall the villains leap. 
And fly thy prefence, like a flock of fheep. 
Thus fhall the Rebels to Religion yield. 
And thou with holy triumph keep the field. 

Thus in Jamaica, once upon a time, 
(Ah ! well remember'd by the man of rhyme !) 



ErtSTLE TO THE FO?S« ^ 

C3!uAKO, highpridlofftll the Negro iMUfetti 

^tid (M of N^gro faith in conji^tiosii 

Loaded his ja<^kafs deep wkh wonder-bogs 

Df tftonkeys tfccrfi, glafs^ hoife-hair, and red ♦ ragsi 

WTien forth they march'd-— * goodly » folenfm pace> 

To pour ddlrudioA on the Chrifttto racei 

To fend the hufbands to th' infernal fhades^ 

Hug their dear wives, and ravifh the fair maids 5 

To bring God Mumbo Jumbo into vogue. 

And fendtify the names of wh— and rogue ! 

By Fori-vne's foot behold the Tcheme disjointed j 

And, lo,, the fit a^k Apostle, diiappointed ! 

But mark ! this difference, t6 iht world's fuiprife^ 

Between your Holiness and Quako lies:-^ 

0*er France (no more an tmbeUeving foe, 

Who bought their relicks, and ador*d thy tote) 

Divine dominbn flialt thou ftretch, O Ppl?E, 

While lucklefs Quako only ftretch^d— a rcpe. 

Where is the Prieft that Cliinot curfe a rat> 
Aweafcl, locuft, grafshopper, and gnat ?«~ 
U journeymen can curfe the reprile elan. 
The mailer certainly can curfe a man. 

Aa a Father 

* Tlieic little htgs art called by tbe Negroes, Oiiay and are 
Tttppofed to be poSefi*ed of great witchcraft virtoot* 



2^% EPISTliE Tdr THE POP£« 

Father of Miracles, tKen ftif thy ftumps. 

And break the legs of Sin, that wkcs fuch jurtip^j 

Fall not upon thy face, and cur-like yelp; 

And, panting, pamc-ftricken, cry— <' God help !" 

To (how that pray'r alone will not avail/ 

The Mufe (hall finifli with a well-known tale. 



THE WAGGONER AND JUPITER. 

A LUCKLESS waggon roll'd into a (lough— 
Clop fcratch'd his hcad,^ and growl'd,- and knit Mi 
brow 5 

But what avail'd it? — ^Faft the waggon lay. 
Now Clod imagin'd, like an idle lout, 
A pray'r or two might help the pris'ner out; 

Then unta JunxER he howl'd away. 

^^ How now ! you lazy lubber!" cry'd the God— 
" Clap to the wheel your fhoulder, Mafter Clod; 

" And (mind me) let your horfes be well flogg'd." 
Clod took th' advice, exerted all his ftrength : 
The waggon mov*d, and mov'd ; and, lo, at length, 

Fore 'd from the quagmire, on again it jogg'd. 

- Such 
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Such IS the fimplc talc, O man of God! 
Go thou, and imitate the bumpkin Clod. 

I do not call your Holiness a lubber^ 
But let me tell thee, in an eafy way, 
[Contrive with fkiil this game of Saints to play j 

'JThou'lt beat thy anceftors, and win the rubber* 



Aa 3 ADVER. 
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ADVERTISEMENT TO THE REAPER^ 

Ju/f as I badfaiifieAmf Efiftle, it firuek me that bis. Itpfinefi bft d 
b&d h^ufi at Rome — Marvelling Riaaer, nothing left than a Utgf 
i'lvdy Houji, from fwhich he derives an immenfity of impure 
emolument : fo that this great Son of the Church, God*s Vicegerent 
en earth, taxes female flejb, winks at fornication, and conjequiu^ 
promotes the caufe of carnality. Thus is a great commandment 
broken, and lafcivioufnefs become fanSioned by the Succejfor of the 
Afofiolic Petb R. From this fad circumftance probably the Bon^, 
Wood, and Metal ConduBors of Miracle, like the EleSric Ma- 
ebine in foul ^weather, 'will not anfwerfo 'well s and confequently 
a difappointment may attend the experiments. The Bard, therefore, 
nuijhing the Moral Hemijphere to be as clear as pojfible, vetypro^ 
ferly addreffes a pair of reprimanding Odes to pis Holineff on the 
ucafion, in fanguine hopes of a reformation* 



ODE. 



JL/ET me confcfs that Beauty is delicious : 
To clafp it in our arms, is nice— but vicious : 
That is to fay, unlawful hugs — careflcs 
Which want thofc bonds which God Almighty blclTcs. 

Ido 



ODES TO THS popf; 35 1 

I do not fay that we ihould not f 11^4^^.' 
We iwtfjr — but then it flwnld be done with ^4^: 
The flefh ftiouldfcaroe bethought of-^^ere'^thc merit: 
Sweet aie i^ palpitation& of the ifHrikI 

Pure are indeed the Jcifles of th* upright; 
So fimplc, meek, and fanftified, and flight ! 

Good ipen fo Joftly prefs the virgin lip ! 
But wicke4 man ! what does he, carnal wretch. 
With all his horfe-like paffions on full ftretch ? 

The niouth, fweet cup of kifles, fconj? tp Jif^^, 

But with the fj>icy n?ftar waxing warm. 

The knave gets drunk upon the pouring charm; 

Seizes the damfel roupd the waift fo handy ; 
And, as I've faid before, gets drunks the l3|eafl:, 
. Like aldernncnj the guttlers at a fpaft : 

For ladies* lips are cherries fteep'd in brandy^ 

The flaxen ringlets, and the fwelling bread jj 
The ch^ek of bloom j the lip, delightful neft 

Of balmy kifles, moifl: with rich defires j 
The burning blufties, aqd the panting heart; 
The yielding wiihes that the eyes iri^part, 

pft in our bofom kindle glafsrhoufe fi^cs. 

A a 4 Oh! 



3$a t)DES TO THE POPE. 

Oh ! (hun the tempting nets that Satan fpins ! 
The higheft pleafurcs arc the dcepeft fins ! 
Woman's a lovely animal, 'tis true — 

Too well, indeed, the lawlefs paffions know iti 
Unbridled rogues, that wild the charm purfue. 

And madly with the fcythe of ruin mow jt-r 

Thus giving it of death the wicked wound-7- 
A tender flowV ftretch*d fweetly on the ground ! 

** Ware lark," the iportfman to his pointer cries; 

Defigning him for partridge — nobler gam^, 
As the foul's partridge is the (lues, 

*^ Ware girl^*^ Ihould Piety exclaim, 

Bleft is the fimple man by virtue fway'd. 
Who wifhful burns not for the blooming maidj 

Whofe pulfes calm as fleeping puppies lie; 
Who rufheth not to prey upon her charms. 
Full of Love's mad emotions, mad alarms, 

Juft like a famifh'd fpider on a iBy, 
That in the tyrant's claws rcfigns its breath. 
Unhappy humming till it fleeps in de^th. 



Blci 



ODES TO THE POPE. ^^^ 

Bicft is the man who marks the cherry Up, 
And figheth not the neftar'd fwcets to fip. 

Nor prefs the heaving hills of pureft fnow ; 
Who marks the love-alluring waift fo taper. 
Without one wifli, or pulfe's fingle caper. 

And to his hurrying paflions cries out, '^ No ! 
" Stop, if you pleafe, young imps, your hot career, 
^' And ftiun the precipice of fate fo near ; 
^' Draw in, or, with the horfes of the Sun, 
^^ You drive, like Phaeton, to be undone/' 

O Pope, IVe head that, when a Friar, 
(And Fame, in this, is not a liar) 

Thou oft didft fmuggle beauty to thy cell. 
And, *ftead of flogging thy own finful back, 
Didft give a fweet Italian girl the fmack — 

The /macks indeed of Love that lead to Hell ! 

And lo, thou fmner. Pope, inftead 
Of cpunting ev'ry facred bead. 

Thou wickedly didft count the damfcrs charms ; 
Inftead of c^afping the moft holy crofs. 
Such was of fanftity thy lofs. 

Thou fqueezed'ft mortal limbs amid thy arms : 

Inftead 
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Inftcad of kifling the moft facrcd wood, 
Lo, were thy lips dejU*d by flclh and blood. 

Inftead of pfainaody^ die ikies to greet. 

In iinftiL catches didil thou deal, and glee ; 
And k>, to pttt.the angels in a fweat, 
. Thou dandled'fl: the young harlot on thy knee. 
Singing rfiat wanton long of fhame, 
«• A lovdy ls6 to a friar caiwc !" 

Inftead of begging gracious Heav'^n, 
For all thy fins to be forgiven, 

Ready wert thou to nianufe(5ture more ! 
Thy paflkms, ev'ry one a mutineer, 
Juft like a cafk of cyder^ ale, or beer. 

Fermenting, froAing, friiking^^ foaming o'en 

The fongs of harlots to thine car^^ 
So foil o£ witchery, were dear. 

And bofom of defire that hook'd diine eye I 
Dear as a murder to a certain Judge, 
A well-known wight who feems to grudge 

life and enjoyment to a fly; 

5. ' Who/ 
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Who, fond of hanging, xobs the very cats. 
And on a gibbet rppunts^is c(tptiv<$'rats 

And moles. 
To look like dancing men and msuds, poor ibiaUI 

Inftcad of loudly crying, •* Let us pray/" 

Thou, in thy twilight cell fo Ihug, 
Didil to an armfull of rich beauty fay. 

In whiipcjr fbft, " Bettina, let us hug,** 

Inftpad of turning upwards thy two eyes 
Devoutly, for a blefling £x>ni.the ikies i 
What was thy moft unhalbw'd ^ftion? Ohi 
Vile didil thou caft thofe eyes on tbinfs below^ 



ODE 
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OPE II. 

Jl H E world was never wickeder than now— - 
Wedlock abus'd — her bond pronounc'd a jail ; 
A wife callM vilely ^ ev*ry body's cow, 

* A canifter, or bone to a dog's tail 1' 
What dare no( knaves of this d^nerate day. 
Of marriage, decent hallow'd marriage, fay ? 

" Wedlock's a heavy piece of beef, the rump ! 
^' Returns to tabic, hafh'd and ftcw'd, arid fry'd, 
*' And in the ftomach, niuch to lead ally'd, 

" A hard unpleafant uadigefted lump ; 

" But fornication ev'ry man enjoys-r- 
'^ A fmart anchovy fandwich— that ne'er cloys-ri^- 
1^ A bonne boucbe men are ready to devour — 
*' Swallowing a neat half dozen in an hour. 
" Wedlock,*' they cry, " is a hard pinching bpot| 
*^ But fornication is an eafy fhoe— 
" The firft won't fuit; 
** It wo'n't do, 

'^ A girl of pleafure's a light fowling-piece — 
'^ With this you follow up your game with eafe: 

" That 
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" That heavy lump, a wife^ (confound \±i \) 
^* Makes the bones crack, 
" And fecms. Upon the fportfman's breaking back, 
'* A lumb'ririg cightecn-pounder^ 

** One is a fummer-houfe, fo neat and trim, 
*' To vifit afternoons for Pleasure's whim > 

" So airy, like a butterfly fo light j 
*5 Thc.^/i&^r, an old caftle with huge walls— 
*' Wheije Melancholy mopes amid the halls, 

*' Wrapped in the doleful dufky veil of Night/' 

Then, PopE| on fornication tuf n thy back : 
Oh, let it feel th6 thunder of attack \ 

Moft dangerous is this habit. Sir, of finning : 
Hang all the Bawds ; for where's a greater vice. 
Than taking in young creatures, all fo nice ? 

And yet to them, 'tis merely knitting, fpinning-* 
No more ! 
AJdiough the innocent is made a wh — . 

With juft as much fan^'-froid, as at their ihops 
The butchers fell rump-fteaks, or mutton-chopsy 
Or cooks ferve up a fifty with fkill difjday^d,- 

S9 



So an old Abbds^ for the rattling fakc^ 
A tempting di(h of human nature rAakes,^ 

And drefleis uj:^ i liifcklus maid t 
Imther fiiould have faid^ in(feed» uMrtfft$^ 
To pleafe a.yotith's unfanftified carellbs. 

thus, in the practices of fldhf cvil^ 
They're off upon a gallop to the devil ; 
Yet deem themfelvesj poor dopes, cockfiireoTHtav^ffs 
As though Salvation could to bawds be giv'n. 
To jades encoifragifig thofe rebd fires, 
Pepper'd propenfiucs, and fait defircsj 
Curs'd by the Bible, if we truft tranflators; 
Which fayeth, *« Woe be t6 all fonwcators!*' 

At Rome, each hour, are horrid a;6tions done ! 

By /i&^^ approved,, thou dar'ft not. Pope, deny: 
Yes, yes^ the lawlefs places are well known. 

Where youth fot venal plcafurcs madly fly. 
Bargain fop beauteous charm, and pick, . and cull it' 
As at a poultcrer^'s BeUy turns a pullet. 

I like examples of a wicked aft— 

Take, therefore^ Reader, from the Bard a Aft. 

An 



Aft old Procure/s groaning, fighing, dying, 
A rak€?-hcll enters the old Beldame's room— » 
^ H», mother ! thinking on the day of doom ? 

** Hae— dam'me, flabb*ring* whining, praying, 
crymg ? 
** Well, mother ! what young filly haft thou got, 
*^ To give a gcndeman a little trot ?*^ 

*^ O. Captain, pray, your idle nonfenfe ceafci 
" And let a poor old foul depart in peace ! 
/^ What wicked things the dev'l puts in your head! 
^ Where can you hope to go when you are dead ?** 

*' How now, old Beldame ?■ — {hamming Heaven with 

" praying! 
*^ Come, come, to bus'nefs— don't keep fuch a braying ; 
*' Let's fee your ftufF— come, Beldame, (howyourwar^i v 
^^ Some little Phillis, frelh from country air/' 

** O Captain, how unpioujly you prate ! 

*^ Well, well, I fee there's no refitting fate; 

*^ Go, go to the next room, and there's a bed— 
*' And fuch a charming creature in't — fuch grace! 
** Such fweet fimplicity ! and /ucb a face] — 

** Captain, you are a deril— yoti are, indeed. 

«^ \ dmsk 
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•^ I thank my ftars that nought my confciencc twits ; 

*^ Which to my parting foul doth joy afford. 
** O Captain ! Captain ! what, for nice young TV//, 

*' What will you do, when I am with the Lord ?'* 

REFLECTION. 

Such was the faft ! thus was this Ba^d pefriuaded, 
Heav*n*s mafly door would not be barricaded ! 
Sure, in h^r mind, that Peter wotild unlock it! 
Thus had her foul thy paflTport in its pockef. 



Thou. 
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Though th^ Author has fo fever ely reprimanded His Holiness 
fir his incontinencyy he, *uiith the utnufi candour 9 fujpe&etb his 
own fiarlfy. 



ODE TO INNOCENCE. 

\J NyMph of meek and bluftiful mien. 
Lone wanderer of the rural fcene. 

Who lovcft not the city's buftling found. 
But in the ftill and fimple vale 
Art pleas'd to hear the turtle's tale, 

*Mid the gay minftrelfy that floats around ! 

Now on the bank, aniid the funny beam, 
J fee thee mark the natives of the ftream. 

That break the dimpling furfacc with delight j 
Now fee thee pitying a poor captive Fly, 
Snapp'd fix)m the lov*d companions of his joy. 

And, fwallbw'd, fink beneath the gulph of night. 

Vol- III. Bb No^r 
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Now fee thee, in the humming golden houf^ 
Obfcrvant of the Bee, from flow'r to flow'r. 

That loads with varied balm his littk thighs^ 
To guard againft chill winter's famifti'd day. 
When rains defccnd, and clouds obfcure the ray. 

And tempefts pour their thunder through the fkics. 

Now fee thee happy, with the fweeteft finile. 
Attentive ftrctch'd along the fragrant foilj 

Beholding the fmall myriads of the plain. 
The pifmires, fpmc upon their funny hills. 
Some thirfty wand'ring to the cryftal rills. 

Some loaded, bringing back the fnowy grain; 

So like the laboring fwains, who yet look down 
Contemptuous on their toils and tiny town ! 

Now fee thee playful chafe the child of Ipring, 
The winnowing Butterfly with painted wing. 

That bufy flickers on from bloom to bloom; 
Purfuing wildly now a fev*rite Fair, 
Circling amid the golden realm of air. 

And leaving, all for love^ the pea's perfume. 
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Now fee thee peeping on the fccret neft. 
Where fits the parent Wrin in patient reft; 

While at her fide her feather'd partner fings } 
Chaunts his fliore note> to charm her nurfing dafi 
Now for his loves puriues his airy way. 

And now with food returns on cheerful wings. 

Pleas'd could I fit with thce> O nymph fo fweet. 
And hear the happy flocks around thee bleat-. 

And mark their Ikipping fports along the land ; 
Now hear thee to a fav'rite lambkin fpeak. 
Who wanton ftretches forth his woolly neck. 

And plucks the fragrant herbage from thy hand. 

Thus could I dwell with thee for many an hour ; 
Yeii ftiould a rural Venus firom her bow'r 

Step forth with bofom bare, and beanung eye. 
And flaxen locks, luxuriant rofc-clad cheek. 
And purple lip, and dimpled chin fo fleek. 

And archly heave the love-fcducing figh; 

And cry, ** Come hither, fwain — be not afraid; 
*^ Encibrace the Wild, and quit the ^mpM,Ttmd'*-^ 
I wr/i^^ believe that I fhould go: 

B b 2 Yet 
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Yet, parting, fhould I fay to thee, " Farewell— 
«« I cannot help it— Witchcraft's in her cell— 

" The Passions like to be where tempefts blow- 
'^ Go, Girl, enjoy thy fi(h, and flies, and doves; 
" But fufFer me to wanton with the Imvcs.^^ 

Thus ftiould I aft— excufe me, charming Saint: 
An imp am I, in Virtue's caufe fo faint; 

Like David in his youth, a lawlefs fwain ! 
Preferring (let me own with blulhing face) 
The ftorms of Passion to the calms of Grace ; 

One ounce oi pleajure to a pound of pain. 



PATHETIC ODES. 



THE DUKE OF RICHMOND'S DOG 

THUNDER, 

AND THE WIDOW'S PIGS: 

A TALE. 

THE POOR SOLDIER OF TILBURY FORT. 

ODE TO CERTAIN FOREIGN SOLDIERS. 

OD£ TO EASTERN TYRANTS. 

THE FROGS AND JUPITER— A FABLE. 

TUB DIAMOND PIN AND CANDLE— A FABLE. 
THE SUN AND THE PEACOCK— A FABLE. 



Fiur off the Hzro bleeds in Brighton Want 
At leaft his Horfe*s ribs fo glorious bleed; 

Where^ nobly daring danger^ deaths and fcars^ 
He fiXu and rallies on his bounding fteed 1 



Bb 



EPISTLE DEDICATORY, 

TO 

HIS GRACE 
THE DUKE OF RICHMOND. 



SIR, 

X OUR Grace's well-known accomplifhnients ; 
your Grace's well-known liberality; your Grace's 
well-known love of ftiam-fights j your Grace's welU 
known rage for Public Liberty j your Grace's well- 
known political economy; your Grace's well-known 
private cconoipy; ajid }aft, though not leaft, your 
Grace's well-known Chrift}an-Uke benevolence to 
objeds of charity; form fuch a conftellation of 
virtues as iiiuft infpire every Author with an ambition 
of dedicating his labours tp fo fplendid a charafterf 
Flies arc fond pf the fun. 

The great dilpleafurc lately given by your Grace 
to their High Migbtinejfe^ Meffieurs Pitt andDuNOAs, 
and one or two more whorp we forbear to mention, 
has Ipurred the Mi|fe to take the part of exalted 

B b 4 Mcrit^ 
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Merit, defend you with her aegis againft the united 
wifhes of a whole kingdom, and endeavour to reftore 
your Grace to a firm feat on that high-nietded war- 
horfe, Ordnamce, upon which your Grace feenis to 
fit fo dangerot^/ly loofe. 

I am, your Grace's, &c. 

P, PINDAR. 



D E. 



rh^ Poet giveth Philosophy's modeftand fublimt piAnre of 
Infinity, a pifture damned by the Great Folk of the 
prefent day. — Peter makcth a moft fagacious difcovcry of a 
connexion never thought of before, viz. between Folly and 
Grandeur.— He talketh of wifdom, and abufeth the blind- 
nefs of the Vulgar, — He talketh of Flattery. — He plumply 
contradidlcth the Vulgar^ and advanceth unanfwerable reafons. 
—He defcanteth on Mind and Body, proving that a horfc- 
whip is as neceiTary for the one as the other. — The wife and 
elegant Speech of the 'Squire, or Elder Brother. — The Poet 
difcovereth Dillance to be the parent of Admiration, and 
confuteth the opinion of Mob, by a pantomimical illuflration* 
«— Peter attacketh many Great Men, moft aptly making 
ufe of a wind-mill and a warming-pan,— He fcledcth mti 
Great and Good Man from the herd of btid* 

i HOUGH huge to us this flying World appears, 
.nd great the buftle of a thoufand years j 
lovf Jmallio Him who formed the vast of nature! 
>ne trembling drop of animated water !* 

What 
• Confult the wpnder« of the microfcopc. 
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" What arc wc ? — ^Reptiles claiming Pity's figh, 
** Though in our own conceits {o fiercely ftout^ 

** Nay, fuch finall wights in Protidekcb's eye, 
*f As aflcs Omnipotence to fnd us otft.'* 

So fiys Philosophy. — " P^^g^^ cant, mere wordS| 
** Trafti, nonfenfc, impudcncci* • ciy Kmgs and Lords* 

Abi Sirs ! believe the facred truth I teil— 
Folly and Grandeur oft together dwell: 
Folly with Title oft is fecn to Ikip, 
Stare from his eye, and grin upon his lip* 

Wifdom defcendeth not from king to king|. 

Or lord to lord, like an eftate^ 
The prefent day bclieveth no fuch thing-r 

Matters are vafily changed of late. 

What fays Experience from her fober fchool ? 
*' Nature on many a titled front writes fool. 
** But lo, the vulgar world is blind, ftone bUnd ; 
** The beaft can fee no writing of thp kindj 

** Or if It fees, it cannot read — 

** Now this is marvellous indeed," 

Hark 
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Hark to the voice of Flattery ! thus fhe fmgs-r 
^ Gods of the earth are Emp'rors, Popes, and Kings ; 

** Godli Ags, our Dukes and Earls, and fuch fine folk." 
And thus the liar Flatt'ry fung of yore; 
The £tfcinated million cry'd incorCj 

For Wisdom was too young to fmell the joke* 

Wide was the fphere of Ignorance, alas! 

And faint, too faint, of Truth's young fun the rayj 
•Too feeble through th' Immense of gloom to pais. 

And beaming chafe a world of fog away. 

Ye Vulgar cry, *' Great Men are wond'rous 

wife"— 
Whoever told you fo, told arrant lies: 
It cannot be- — ^Not be ! why ? — Hear me, pray. 
They arc fo dev'lilh lazy^ let me fay. 

The Mind wants lufty flogging, to be great: 
To ufe a vulgar phrafe, " The Mind mull fweat*^ 
Now men of worlhip will not fweat the Mind; 
Meat, clothes, and plcafure, come without^ they find. 

What 
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What man will make a drayhorfc of the foul. 
To drag from Science's hard quarry, ftone, 

"Who really wanteth nothing from the hole— 
A toil which therefore may be let alone ? 

Th' idea fcems fo wond'roufly uncouth^ 

As maketh ev'ry elder brother Jlarti 
Who openeth thus his widely-grinning mouth, 

*' Fine fiin indeed for me to drag a cart! 

^' Let younger brothers join it, if they pleafe ; 
^* Old Sqxtare-toes, thank my God, has caught ng 
fleas.'* 

Suppofe ye want a fine ftrong fellow ? — Ipeak, 
Where for this fine ftrong fellow would ye feek ? 

" Seek ! feek a drayman/* with one voice ye cry; 
" A chairman or a ploughman, to be fure ; 
^* Men who a conftancy of toil endure j 

*' Such arc the fellows that we ought to try/* 

This then is. granted— well then, don*t ye find 
Some likenefs *twixt the body and the mindf 

Difianci 
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Diftance has wonderful efFefts indeed ; 
3ut, Sirs, this is not ev'ry body's creed : 

Mob is not in the fccrct— that's the cafe ; 
Mob deemeth great nien Gods ! — yes, ev'ry where. 
Far off, or near. 

Now let a fliort remark or two take place. 

Firft, I aflure you that things are not Jo ; 
By G — d, they are not Gods.— I pray ye, go 
To pantomimes, where fine cafcades, and fields. 
And rocks, a huge delight to Wonder yields: 

Approach them— what d*ye find the frowning rocl^ ? 
Lord ! what imagination really fhocks ! 

Black pairs of breeches, fcarcely worth a groat : 
What are the fields fo flourifhing ? green bays. 
The objefts of your moft aftonifli'd gaze : 

What the cafcade ? a tinfcl petticoat. 
And tinfel gown upon a windlafs turning, 
The fields and rocks fo naturally adorning. 

Great men, IVc faid it, often are great fools. 

Great fycophants, great fwindlers, and great knaves 5 

Too often bred in Tyranny's dark fchools, 
Happy to fee the under-world their flavcs. 

Great men, at different times, are different too; 

More fo when int'reft is the game in view. 

5 A wind- 
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A Windmill and a warming-pan, no doubt:^ 
Arc moft unlike each other in their nature i 

Yet, truft me, the fame man, in place and out. 
Is to the full as oppofite a creature* 

Yet /(me great men are good ! — ^and, by mifchance. 
Their eyes on misery will not always glance i 

As, for example, Richmond's glorious GiiAcE, 
A Duke of mofl unqueJiiondbU merit. 
With Mercery's cunning, and drtad MaHs's fjari^ 

Who took the Ordnance, a tremendous place! 

This Duke of Thunder is for tvcr/fyingi ' 

To find out objefts of Iheer merit, trying: 

How happy too, if objedls of dijlre/s! 
Thus is his Grace of Guns ador'd by all; 
For this, where'er he rides, both great and fmall. 

Him and his horfe, with eyes uplifted, blcfs. 

This Turenne* would be lorry, very fbrry. 
Should one pale form of want his eye efcape : 

*^ No,** cries his Grace, "Misfortune Ihall not worry, 
** Whilft / a fixpcnce for the poor can fcrape." 

How 

• A French General, of the laft century, poffcfffd of the 

fablimeit qualitiei, 4 
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How iriuch like Majesty m Windfor towri. 
Hunting for Pity's objcfts up and down ! 

Yet fince diftrefs has 'fcap*d his Grace's cyc^ 
The Mufc o'er Tilb'ry Fort (hall breathe a figh. 
Yet ere on Tilb'ry Fort we drop a tear, 
Lo, with a tale we treat the public ear- 
Relate a pretty ftory of his Grace : 
Much will the tale his Grace's foul dilplay*— 
Happ'ning (*ris faid) at Goodwood on a day— 
'Twill put a fmilc or frown on ev'ry fecc. 



THB 
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THE DUKE OF RICHMOND'S DOG 
THUNDER^ 

AND 

THE WIDOW'S PIGS* 



The Widow's whole fortune lodged in the Sow.— Her joy on 
the Sow'f lying-in,— The Dnke'^ dog Thunder amchlike 
.Courtiers.— Thunder kUlcih the young Pigs, yet forpafleth 
Courtiers in modefty.— The Sow cryeth out — The Widow 
joineth the Sow in her exclamations.— The old Steward 
coraeih forth at the cry of the Sow and Widow, and uttereth 
a moil pathetic exclamation.«-A fenfible diilertation on the 
different fpecies of ^omfaj^an. — The Widow's piteous addrefs 
to his Grace.— His Grace's humane and generous anfwer to 
the Widow. 

xTL DAME near Goodwood, own'd a Sow, her all, 
Which naturally did into travail fall. 

And brought forth many a comely fon and daughtcrj 
On which the Widow wond'roufly was glad, 
Caper'd and fung, as really fhe were mad — 

But Tears oft hang upon the heels of Laughter. 



At 
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At Goodwood dwelt the Duke's great dog, call'd 

Thukdir, 
A dog, like courtiers, much inclin'd to plunder) 
This dog, with courtier-jealoufy fo bitter. 
Beheld the fweetly-fiiuffling Iportive litter* 

Bounce ! without ** by your leave," or Icaft harangue. 
Upon this harmlefs litter, Thokder fprang, 

And murdered brothers, fiftcrs, quick as thought; 
Then fneak'd away, his tail between his rear. 
Seeming afliam*d— unlike great courtiers here. 

Who (Fame reporteth) are afliam'd of nought. 

The childlefs Sow fct up a fhriek fo loud ! 
All her fweet babies ready for the fliroudj 

Now chas'd the rogue that fuch fad mifchief worVd : 
Outran the DAME—join'd Mistress Sow's Ihrill cries; 
Burft was at once the bag that held her fighs. 

And all xhe botdes of her tears uncork'd. 

^* Oh ! the Duke's dog has ruin'd me outright j 
^* Oh ! he hath murder'd all my pretty pigs.*' 

Forth marched the Steward grey, with lifted fight. 
And lifted hands, good man, and cry'd '^ Odfnigs !" 

Vol. Ill- C€ Word 
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Word of furprife ! which, with a plaintive tone. 
And rueful countenance, and hollow groan. 

Did feem likt pity alfo, for her cafe : 
Yet what's Odfnigs^ or moan, or groan, or fighs, 
Unhelp'd, by Famine if the objeft dies ? 

Or what a yard of methodiftic face ? 

Compaflions differ very much, we find ! 

One deals in Jgbs— now fighs are merely wind: 

Another only good advice afibrds, 

Inftead of alms — now this is only words : 

Another cannot bear to fee the poor ; 

So orders the pale beggar fi-om the' door. 

Now that compaflion is the beft, I thipk, 
(But, ah ! the human foul it rarely graces) 

Inftead of groans, which giveth meat and drink; 
OfPring long purfes too, inftead of faces. 

But, Muse, we drop Doc, Duke, and Sow, and 
Dame, 

To follow an old pitiful remark j 
Like wanton fpaniels that defcrt the game. 

To yelp and courfe a butterfly or lark. 

Now 
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^fow to his Grace the howling Widow goes. 
Wiping her eyes fo red, and flowing nofe. 

'^ Oh! pleafe your Grace, your Grace's dev'lilh dog, 
*^ Thunder's confounded wicked chops 
** Have murder'd all my beauteous hopes—^ 

" I hope your Grace will pay for ev'ry hog." 

What anfwer gave his Grace? — With placid brow, 
*' Don't cry," quoth he, ^^ and make fo much foul 
weather — 

" Go home, Dams j and when Thunder eats the^&w, 
«* I'll pay for all the family together," 



Cci ODE 
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O D E 

TO 

A POOR SOLDIER OF TILBURY FORT. 



Tht Poet preooanceth the very great Jhymfi fubfiiHng beiwt«i 
Merit and Monet.— Mbrit's connexion with Fov^ty, 
and the confequence.— Attack on Fortune.— Addrefs to the 
poor Soldier. — He pitieth the poor Soldier's pitiable fate, 

^ viz» his ragged coat, hungry ftomach, and want of fire.-H 
His companions on the mud. — Peter fmileth at the hubbub 
made on account of a (hot-hole in the link coat of a great 
Prince, a remnant of glory that may probably add another 
ray to the luftre of Saint Paul's. — Peter moft pathetically 
enquireth for his Grace — proclaimeth him to be at Brighton, 
moff heroically engaged. — The different amufemcnts of his 
Grace at Brighton, awake and aflecp. — Crumbs of confola* 
tion to the poor Soldier. 



LERIT and MONEY very feldom meet; 
Formed for each other, they fhould oftcner greet; 

Indeed much oftener Ihould be fecn together : 
But Money, vaftly ftiy, doth keep aloof; . 
Thus Poverty and Merit beat the hoof, 

Expos'd, poor fouls, to evcr}^ kind of weather. 



Thus 
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Thus, as a gtcyhound is meek Merit lean. 
So flammakin, untidy^ i^aggcd, mean^ 

Her gannents all fo Ihabby and unpinn*d : 
But look at Folly's fat Dutch lubber Child i 
How on the tawdry cub has Fortune JmiVd^ 

When with contempt the Goddess Ihould havfc 
grinrCdl 

So much for preamble; and now for Thee, 
Whole ftate forlorn, his Grace could ntvtT fee. 

Poor Soldier, after many a dire campaign. 
Drawn mangled from the gory hills of flain. 

Perhaps the foul of Belifarius thine y 
Why with a tatter*d coat along the Ihore, 
Where Ocean feems to heave a pitying roar, 

Why do I fee thee thus neglefted pine ? 

Poor wretch ! along the fands condemn'd to go. 
And join a hungry dog, or famifli'd cat, 

A pig, a gull, a cormorant, a crow. 
In queft of crabs, a mufcle, or a Iprat ! 

C c 3 Now 
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Now, at Night's awful, pale, and filcnt noon. 
Along the beach I fee thee lonely creep. 

Beneath the pafling folitary moon, 

A Ipedre ftealing 'mid the world of flecp. 

Griev'd^t thy ehanneird cheek, and hoary hair. 
And quivering lip, I mark thy famifli'd form. 

And hollow jellied orbs that dimly ftare. 
Thou piteous penfioner upon the ftorm. 

The MusE*s handkerchief (hall wipe thine eye. 

And bring fweet Hope to footh the mournful (igh. 

Deferted Hero ! what ! condemn'd to pick. 

With wither'd, palfy'd, Ihaking, wounded hand. 

Of wrecks, alas ! the melancholy flick. 

Thrown by the howling tempcft on the flrand ? 

Glean'd with the very hand that grafp'd the fword, 
To guard the throne of Britain's sacred Lord! 
While Cowardice at home, from danger Ihrinks, 
And on an Empire's vitals eats and drinks. 

Heav'ns ! let a fpent and i;ambling Ihot 
T'sucb but a Princess hat or coat. 

Expanded 
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Expanded arc the hundred mouths of Fame ; 
Whilft braver thoufands (but untitled wretches). 
Swept by the fword, ihall drop like paltry vetches, ^ 

Their fate unpitied,, and unheard their name ! 

Poor Soldier ! is that ftick to make a fire. 

To warm thyfelf, and wife, and children dear ? 

Where is the goodly Duke — of Coals the 'Squirb, 
Whofe heart hath melted oft at Mis'ry*s tear ? 

d veteran ! is that coat thy ragged All ? 
Sport of the faucy winds and foaking rain ! 
For this has Courage fac'd the flying ball ? 
For this has bleeding Brav'ry prefs'd the plain? 

Where is the Man who mocks the grin of Death, 
. Tujrns Bagfhot pale, a|id frightens Hounflow Heath ? 

Far off, a|as ! he bleeds in Brighton wars ; 

At leaft his horfe's ribs fo glorious bkedi 
Where, nobly daring danger, death, and fears. 

He flies and rallies on his bounding ileed. 

There too his Grace may wield his happy pen. 
To prove that truly great and valiwt men, 

C ( 4 In 
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In idle duels never fliould engage. 

But nurfe for dread Reviews their godlike rage. 

Far offi the Hbro, in his tent reclin'd. 
Where high and mighty meditations fuit. 

On leather, leather, turns his Ipfty mind. 
To make a cannon of an old jack-boot ! 

Great geniuses, how loftily they jump ! 

Lord ! what his rapture when he deigns to ridt ! 
To feel beneath his Gracb's gracious rump. 

An eighteen-poundcr in his horfc's hide ! 

There too, to Barracks, fir'd in Freedom's caufc. 
And to Mount Wyfe,* his lyre the Hero tunes j 

There too the pow'r of doting Fancy draws 
The Royal George to fight by air-balloons.f 

TX/V, Fancy's pow'r moft eafily can dare- 
By Fancy's pow'r the royal fhip may rife;, 

Borne by her bladders through the fields of air, 
Juft like a twig, by rooks, along the Ikies* 

There 

• A place near Plymouth Dock, on which the national trea* 
furc has been fo ^wifely expended for the innumcrahU cmveniencia 
of his brother Lennox. 

f This was adlually propofed by his Gr acb> with every fan- 
guine idea of fuccefst 
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There too, at midnight drear, rfic Hero fchcmes, 
'Midft hum and fnore of troops, for England's goodi 

Explores machines of death in happy dreams, 
For hills of bones, and catarafts of blood. 

There, like King Richard, whom the Furies rend. 
He buftles in his fleep, and flarts, and turns i 

Now gralps the fword, and now a candle cnd^ 
That, blazing like himjelf^ befide him bums* 

Thus, 'mid his tent reclin'd, the Godlike Man 
Vail fchemes in flumber fpins for England's iake; 

** And lo,*' quoth Fame, ** his Godlike Grace can plan 
<* As wifely in his fleep as when awake.'' 

When, with his hoft, Caligula came over. 
No matter where— for rhyme-fake call it Dover-^ 
What were the trophies hence to Rome he bore ? 
Of paltry perriwinkles juft a fcore ! 

But Richmond from his Brighton wars fhall bring 
Life to the State, and fafety to a King ! 

Bleft 
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Blcfl Man ! from Brighton field, with, laurels crownM, 
He triumphs up to tov^n without a wound j* 
From Brighton wars, that witnefs'd not a corfe ! 
Moft lucky, lofing neither nuin nor horfe ! 

Thus then, O Soldier, diftance hides his Grace; 

Thus is the fun, at times, of clouds the fport : 
Yet (bon the glories of his Lordfliip's face 

Shan, like a comet, blaze o'er Tilb'ry Fort^ 

There fhall the Muse thy piteous tale unfold. 
Gain thee a coat, and coals, to kill the cold; 

Nay, fat (hall fwim upon thy meagre porridge: 
The fympathifing. Duke her tale will hear^ 
And drop, at found of coat and coals, a tear— 

For Richmond's i^^/^/^/y equals RiCHMOND'sr^irrjj;^. 

• The Poet fecms to have forgotten himfelf : his motto talks 
X different language : but the quidlibet audendi belongs as mucll 
to P. P. a& to every other poet. 
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O D E 

TO 

CERTAIN FOREIGN SOLDIERS 

IN 

CERTAIN PAY* 

A complimentary addrefs to the Soldiers.— Wholefome advice— 
Peter draweth a natural and pathetic pidure of poor 
Little Louis, reported to have been difgracefolly put an 
apprentice to a Cobbler.— The infolence and cruelty of ha 
mafter the Co b b l e r . — ^The Co b b l e r blafphemoufly abufetk 
Title. — The little Cobbler Kino cryeth.— Senfible re- 
flexions on the genius of Kings, with a lick at the French 
Convention, and alfo at his own ftupidity.^— Peter fuppli- 
cateth for the little Louis.— Ad vifeth the Soldiers to a bold 
adion.-^Enquireth of Soldiers m^bo is to receive their Deaths 
money, — Peter comforteth, and reconcileth them to DuuK 

F^TER blefTeth the King and thenar, and curfeth Reform, a 
word in the mouths of Mr. Pjtt and the Duke of Rich- 
mond before they got into office. — Peter advifeth more taxes, 
for a weighty political reafon, vMicet, on account of the 
the impudence of a Nation, which always increafeth in am 
infufferable ratio, with riches* 

JL E Heroes, from your wives and turnips far. 
Who wage fo glorioufly the flying war, 

I give you joy of hand and leg endeavour ; 
And though ye fometimes chance to run away. 
The generous General Murray's pleas'd to fay, 
^f *Tis veiy great indeed— 'tis vaftly clever*" 

O cut 
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O cut the Frenchmen's throats, the refUefs dogs! 

O with the tiger's gripe upon them Ipring! 
A pack of vile, degrading, horrid hogs 5 

To make a dirty cobbler of a King ! 

See fiQoUfroffd Majesty the leather Ipread^ 
Behold its pretty fingers wax the thread. 

And now the leather on the lapftone, hole; 
Now puts his Majefly the brittle in. 
Now wide he throws his arms with milk-white (kin, 

And now he Ipits and hammers on the fole. 

And lo, a rafcal, chriftcn'd Sans-Culotte, 
Leers on the window of his (hed ; and lo. 

He bawls (without of awe a fingle jot) 
*^ Come, Mafter King — quick, firrah, mend my 
flioe/' 

And fee ! xhtjhoe the little Monarch takes. 
And lo, at ev'ry ftitch with fear he quakes.—- 
Such is of Uberty the blefled fruit ! 
The name LicentiouJn^Js would better fuit. 

Behold Saint Crispin's pifturc, ftrange to tell, 

The low-life cobbler's tutelary Saint, 
Of little Louis deck the dirty cell; 

How difPrcnt from the lofty Louvre's paint I 

Sec! 
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Sec ! his hard Maftcr catches up the ftrap, 

4 

And laflies the young King's poor back and fide— » 
How ! flog his Majesty !— for what mishap ? 
Ye Gods ! bccaufe he fpoil'd a bit of hide ! 

Near, hear the cruel tyrant thus exclalrn !' 
^* Sirrah, there's nothing in a lofty name; 

** 'Tis all mere nonfcnfe, found, and fluff together J 
" Don't think, becaufe thy anceftors, fo great, 
" Have to a paring brought a glorious State, 

** I give thee leave to fpoil a puce of leather**' 

And now behold the little tears, lilce pcais, 
Courfe o'er his tender cheek in fiience dowrtf 

And now, with bitter grief, he feels and fees 
The diff rcnce 'tmx.t a ftirrup and a crown. 

Folly! to xxizktdi cobbler o( 2i King! 

'Tis fuch a piece of madnefs, to my mind ! 
What could Convention hope from fuch a thing? 

The race is fit for nothing—of the kind. 

Heav ns ! then how dull I am ! It was difgrace 
France meant to put upon the royal racci 
" Aycy and difgrace upon the Cobbler too," 
Molt impudently roars the Man of Shoe. 

^ O firom 
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O from the lapftonc fet the Monarch free ! 

O fhatch the ftirrup from his royal knee ; 

Pull the hand-leather off, and feize the awl ! j 

Seize too the hammer that his fingers gall ! ^ 

Soldiers ! to Paris rufli— ftrike Roberspierre^ ^ 

Knock Danton down>^ and crucify Barrere; 
Crufli the vile egg from which the Serpent fprings, , 
To dart th' envcnom'd feng at facrcd Kings. 

O fbldiers, wbofe your flcin-moncy, I pray ? 

At thirty guineas each — how dear your hides ! 
Much fhould I like the contraft, let me fay : 

Thrice lucky Rogue, that o*cr your lives prefides! 

Then pray don't grumble. Sirs, fbould ye be Jhoti 

That is to fay^ if ye defire to thrive -y 
For know, if death fhould prove your lucky lot, 

You're worth a vaft deal more than when alive* 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

NOW God blcfs our good King, and this good war, 
And d-mn that wicked word wc call Reform 5 

Breeding in Britain fo much horrid jar, 

So witch-like, conj'ring up a dangerous ftorm ! 

Yet in the mouths of Pitt arid Richmond's Lord, 
Once what a fweet and inofFenfive word ! 
Thus proving the delightful proverb true, 
" What's meat to me^ may poifon be to you." 

And now God blefs once more good Mifter Pitt, 
Who for invention beats nineteen in twenty ; 

And may this Gendeman's moft ready wit 
Supply the nation all with taxes plenty; 

And as the kingdom has unclcnch'd its fift. 

Pick out a few odd pence for Civil Lift. 

We are too rich— Dame Fortune grows too faucy; 
Wealth is inclined to be cpnfounded l^rajy. 

War 
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War is a ivholefome blifter for the backi 
Draining zyfzy the humours all (ogrofs; 

Elfe would the Enipirc be of guts a fack— 
A Falftaflf— -woolfack — an unwieldy Joss* 

War yicldeth fuch rare fpirits to a nation 1 
Giving the blood {o briik a circulation ! 
A kingdom^ and a poet, and a cat. 
Should never, never, never be foa fat. 
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Cats and Princis very much alike. 

** JljL CA.T who from a window peepeth out, 
*' Is very like a Cat who peepeth i»"-— 

Thus is it faid— and he who is no lout, 
Knoweth that Cats are unto Men akin. 

For Princes looking up towards a throne. 
Are very much like Princes looking down; 
That is, love pow'r, love wealth, have great propenfides. 
Sublimely dealing ever in immenjities. 

Princes have clawing paflions too, I ween- 
Yes, many a foreign King and foreign Queen; 

With ftomachs wide too as a whale's, or wider: 
The fubjeft and a king, in foreign land, 
I often have been giv'n to underftand. 

Are a poor Jack-ass and his Rider* 
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ODE TO TYRANTS. 



p£TERj with his poetical broomdick, belaboureth foreign 
Tyrant*— Taketh the part of the opprefled Poor— Alketh 
Tyrants knotty and puzzling queftions — Giveth k fpeech of 
Cato.— PiTEit feriooily informeth them that they are not 
like the Lord^-^Pitir taketh a farvey of the fiirnitore of 
their heads.— Peter folemnly declareth that the Millix>n 
doth not like to be ridden — Giveth an infolent fpeech of 
Tyrants, and calleth them Highwajmnt.'^Thc Taylor a»d 
the Satin Breeches. — The Shoemaker and the .Shoes.^ 
Peter iamenteth that there (hould be /ome who think it a/» 
to ri/ffi Tyrants.— Ad vifeth them to read iEsop's &hles. 

TvHO^ and what arc ye, fceptrcd bullies ?— Ipcak, 
That millions to your will muft bow rfie neck. 

And, ox-like, meanly take the galling yoke ? 
Philofophers your ignorance delpife j 
E'en Folly, laughing, lifts her maudlin, eyes. 

And freely on your wifdoms cracks her joke. 

How dare ye on the men of labour tread, 
Whofe honeft toils fupply your mouths with bread; 
Who, groanmg, fweating, like fo many hacks. 
Work you the very clothes upon your backs ? 

Clothes of calamity^ I fear. 

That hold in ev'ry ftltch a tear* 

*4 • Wte 
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Who ifeht you ?— Not the Lotd wHo rules on high, 
Sent you to Man on purpvfe from the fky, 

Bccaufe of wijdom it is not a proof: 
Show your credentials. Sirs :-^if ye refiife. 
Terrific Gentlemen, our fmiles excufe^ 

BELtBF moft certamly will keep aloof* 

Old virtuous rugged Cato, on a day. 
Thus to the Soothsayers was heard to fay, 
^ AuouRS ! by all the Gods it is a ihame 

" To gull the mole-ey'd million at this rat6 ; 
^^ Making of gaping blockheads fiich a game, 

*' Pretending to be hand arid glove with Fate t 

*^ On guts and garbage wh6n ye rtieet, 

'^ To carry on the holy cheat, 

*' How is it ye prefervc that fblcmn gface, 

" Nor burft with laiightfcr in each other's face ?" 

Thus to yoUr courtitffs, SiRSi might I acclaim^ 

** In wonder's name, 
f* How can yfe meanly groveling bow the head 

*' To pieces of gilt gingerbread ? 
** Fetchi tarry, fawn> kneel, flatter, criwli tell Ues^ 
^^ To ftea/i the creature that yc flxould itfpifcV' 

Dd a " Tyrantiii 



396 . ODB TO TYRANTS. 

Tyrants, with all your wonderful dominion, 
Yc ar'n't a whit like God, in my opinion 5 

Though>'^«tlunkothcrwife, Idoprefume: 
Hot to the marrow with the ruling luft. 
Fancying your crouching fubjefts fo muft dufi. 

Your lofty /elves the mighty fwecping Ifraom. 

Open the warehoufcs of all your brains ^ 

Come, Sirs, turn out— let's fee what each contains: 

Heav'ns, how ridiculous ! what motley ftufF! 
Shut, quickly ftiut again the brazen doors ; 
Too much of balderdalh the eye explores ; 

Yes, (hut them, ftiut them, we have feen enough. 

Are tbe/e the Beings to beftride a world ? 

To /ucb fad bcafts, has God his creatures hurPd ? 

Men want not Sjrj^/J— overbearing knaves ; 
Bejpots that rule a realm oijlavesi ' 

Proud to be gaz'd at by a reptile race : 
Charm'd with the mufic of their clanking chains, 
Pleas'd with the fog of State that clouds their brains, 

Who cry, with all the impudence of fecc, 

5 " Behold 
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" Behold your Gods !— down, rafcals, on your knees ; 

*^ Your money, mifcreants— quick, no words, no 
^ ftrife; 
^* Your lands too, fcoundrels, vermin, lice, bugs, fleas ; 

" And thank our mercy that allows you lifeV* 



Thus fpeak the Highwaymen in purple pride. 
On Slavery's poor gall*d back fo wont to ride. 

Who would not laugh to fee a Taylor bow 
Submiflive to a pair of fatin breeches ? 

Saying, *' O Breeches, all men muft allow 
" There's fomething in your alpeft that bewitches ! 

** Let me admire you. Breeches, crown'd with glory; 
" And though I made you, let me ftill adore ye: 
^^ Though a Rump*s humble fervant, form*d for need, 

*^ To keep it warm, yet. Lord I you are fo fine, 
*' I cannot think you are my work indeed — 

" Though merely mprtal, lo, ye feem divine !"' 
Who would not quick exclaim, " The Taylor's 
Yet Tyrant- adoration is as bad. [mad !" 

See J Crispin makes a pair of handfome (hoes. 
Silk and befpangled, fuch as ladies ufc— 

D d 3 Suppofc 
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Suppofe the fboes fo proud^ upon each heel, 
Perk it in Crispin's &ce> with fauqr pride^ 
And all the meannels of his tn^le de^de^ 

And all die ftate of felf-importance feel; 

Tell him the diftance between tbem and bim, 
Crispin y^ouI^ quicl(;}y cij, ^' A pretty whim I 

^^ Confound your Uttle bodies^ though fo.iioe^ . 
^^ Is not the filk and fpangles th^t ye boaft^ 
" Put on you at iwjr proper cqft ? 

** Whatevcr's on ye, is it not all mine i 
^' Did not I put you thu^ together, pray ?'* 
What could the funple iho^ in ai^w^r iay ? 

There too zxcjomc (thank Heav'n they do nf^t fwanff^ 
Who deem it foul to flay a Tyrant's arm, 

Tha; &lls with &te upon their humble fkuUs : 
Some for a Despot's rod haye heav'd the figh !— 
Ijttjiicb on wifcr JEsop caft an eye. 

And read thp feblc of thcFrpgSy the fools* 



THE 
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THE FilOGS AND JUPITER. 

THE Frogs, ^ fe h^py 'innidfl: dieir peaceful pbndj ■ 
Of Emp'rors grew at once extremely ftodi 

Yes, yes, an Emperor was a glorious thing-. 
Each really took it in his addle pate, 
'Twould be fb charming to exchange their ftate ! 

An Emp*rot vfoxAd /uch heaps of bliflcs bring ! 

Sudden out hopp'd the Nation on the grafs, 
Frog-man and yellow wife, and youth and lafe, 

A numerous tribe, to knuckle down to Jove, 
And pray the CJods to fgnd an EmfWqr dpwn^ 
^Twas fuch a pretty thbg, th' Imperial Crown ! 
. So formed their pleafures, honours, to improve. 

Forth from his old blue weatber-boxy the Skibs, 
Jqve brifldy ftcpp'd, with two widcrwond'ring cyess 
^' Mynheers," quoth Jove, '^ if ye arc wife, be quiet; 

«' Know when you're happy"— but he preach'd in 
They made the moft abominable riot; [vain j 

*« An Emp'ror, Emp'ror, yes, we mufi obtain/' 

^' Well, takeonty' cry'd the Qod, sukI down he fwopp'd 
A monftrous piece of wood, from whence he chopp*4 

Dd 4 Kin^ 
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Kings for the gcndcfolk of ancient days : 
Stunn'd at the founds the frogs all fhook with dread } 
like dabchicksj under water pulh'd eackhead> 

Afir^d a llngle nofe fo pale to raife. 

At length one dole a peep, and then a ficmd. 
Who, (lily winking to a ibirJ frog, beckoned; 

And fo on, till they all obtained a peepi 
Now nearer, nearer edging on they drew. 
And finding nothing terrible, nor new^ 

Bold on his M ajissty began to leap : 

Such hopping this way, that way, off and on ! 
Such croaking, laughing, ridiguling fun ! 

In fliort, fo very ftiamelefs were they grown ; 

So much of grace and manners did they lack. 
One little villain faucily Iquat down, 

Andj with a grin, defil'd the Royal Back. 

Now unto Jove they, lyieeling, pray*d again, 

« O Jupiter, this is fo fad a beaft, 
** So duil a Monarch — fo devoid of brain ! 

^' Give us a king of^irif, Jovi, af UaJ.'' 

The 
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The God comply 'd, and fent them Emperor Stork, 
Vho with his loving fubjefts went to work; 
Thas'd the poor fprawling imps from pool to pool, 
iefolv'd to get a handfomc belly full. 

Mow gafping, wedg'd within his iron beak. 
Did wriggling fcores moft lamentably fqucak : 
Bold pufh'd the Emp'ror on, with &vide/o noUc, 
Bolting* his fubjefts with majeftic gobble* 

Again the croaking Tribe began to pray, 

^Midft hoppings, fcramblings, murder, and difmay: 

•* O fave us, Jove, from this inhuman Turk 1 

** O fave us from this Imp of Hell! 
** Mynheers," quoth Jove, " pray keep your iEai- 

fWor Stork — 
** Fools never know when they are well.^* 

• A term to be found in the Hampshxrk Dictionart, 
implying a r<?//V/ deglutition of bacon, without they^^ ceremmj 
of mailication. It is, moreover, to be obferved, that Hamplhire 
fcrvants, who are bacon-W/rr/, have always lefi wages than 
bacon-Ci&Mvfr/. 
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O D E. 

PzTBR giveth a ^enfU trimming to the jackets of foreign 
Potentates; and a pair of pretty Fablesj by w^ of 
looking-glaiTes^ for their Most High Haughtinesses. 

HiMP'RORSj and Popes, and Nabobs, mighty things^ 
I diink, too, ^c may take in forespt Kings, 
Too often deem their humble Makers, Slaves i 
Now fuch high Folk are either fools or knaves^ 
Or iofh tojgether probably-T« cafp 
That happens frequendy amongft the Race. 
Methinks now, this is fcandalous — 'tis hateful—? 
Wicked, and, what is fiill as bad, ungrateful* 

The Great of many a Continent and Iflc, 
Enough to make the foureft Cynic fmile. 

Or, as the proverb fays, *' make a dog laugk^* 
Think honours from tbemjelves arife alone; 
Thus are their Makers at a diftance thrown, 

Confider'd as mere mob, mere dirt, mere chalF, 

The following Fables then will let them know 
What to us riffraff oi the world they owe. 
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;v THE 

I DIAMOND PIN 

AND THE 

FARTHING CANDLE, 
A FABLE. 

UPON a Lady's toilet, full of luftre, 
A Di'mond Pik one night began to blufter: 
Full of conceit, like fomc young flirting girl, 
Her fcnfes loft in Vanity's wild whirl : 

Highly dilgufted at a Farthing Candle, 
Left by the Lady of the iroomy 
Nani'd Susan, flipp'd into another room, 

SflmeAing of confcquence to handle — 

^* You nafty tallow thmg," ex^laim'd Miss Pin, 

5' Pray keep your diftance— don't ftayhere,and winki 

■ • 

*' I loath ye-^you and all your greafy kin — 
«« Good heav'ns ! how horribly you look and ftink !** 

** Good Lord! Miss Pin," Miss Candle quick re- 
*' Soften a little that ungrateful pride: [p^Y'^ 

« You 
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** You Jhine indeed — to this I muft agree: 
" Yes, Afj/jT, you make a very pretty blaze; 
** But let me tell ye, that your wond'rous rays 

«« Owe all their boafted brilliancy to me.^* 

** How ! Madam Impudence !" rejoin'd Miss Pin, 
Firft with a frown, and then a fcornful grin; 
** I fliould not fure have dreamt of tbat^ 
" Miss Fat !" 

*' Susan," Mifs Candle bawFd, *'Susan, comchcrci 
" Such faucy langulge TU no longer bear: 
** SusAN^ come, fatisfy the Lady's doubt— 
" Take me away, I fay, or blow me out.'* 

Susan, who, lift'ning, heard die great dilpute. 
By no means could refufe Mife Candle's fuit; 

So into darknefs Susan blew her beam : 
" Now,'' with a (harp farcaftic fneer, 
** Now" quoth Mifs Candle, ^' nowy my dear, 

*' Where is of radiance now your boafted ftream ? 

" Where are your keen and fafcinating rays, 
** Ten thoufand of them— fuch a mighty blaze ?'* 

Mifs 
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Mifs Diamond ftar'd, and ftar'd, and ftar'd again. 
To find departed radiance, but in vain. 

Quite vanifti'd ! not a fingle ray difplay'd ! 
Each fparklc fwallpw'd in the depth of fhadc ! 
Alter'd, quite alter'd, fadly difappointed. 
The bones of her high pride disjointed, 

" I fear,*' quoth Pin, " I much nniftakc my nature*" 
'* True,"anfwer*d Candle, " true, my dear Mifs Pin j 
•* Lift not, in future, quite Jo high, your chin, 

" But fhow fome rcvVence for your Blazb^cre^ 

ATOR." 
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THE SUN 

AND 

THE PEACOCK. 

A F A B L E. 

i 

A PEACOCK, mounted on a bam one day, 

Blcft with a quantum Jufficit of pride. 
All conjequence amid the folar ray. 
Spread with a flrut his circling plumage wide« 

** Good morrow, (quoth the Coxccfmb) Master ScKi 

*' Your brafly face has greatly been admir'd— 
•* Now pray, Sol, anfwer me— Pm not in fun— 
** What is there in it to be fo dcfir'd f 
** If I have any eyes to fee, 
•' And, that I have, is clear to me^ 
** My tail pollefles far more Iplendid grade, 
" ^y far more beauty than your Worship's fdct!^ 

The Sun look'd down with fmilcs upon the fowl, 
Suppofing it at firfl an owl i 
And thus with gravity reply 'd, ** Sir, know 

** That 
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'* That though unluckily my PForJhip's face 
** Seems far beneath your tail in Iplendid grace, 
'^ Still to nrf face that glittVing tail you owe/* 

*' Poh ! (quoth the Peacock) Mailer Sun, 
" Your Higbnefs loves a bit of /«».*' 

" I beg your pardon," anfwer'd Sol agam — 
" And, if you pleafe. 111 condefcend to fhow 
" How much to me^ you ev*ry moment owe 

" The boafted beauties of your waving train," 

" Agreed, with all my foul," the Bird reply'd. 
In all the full-blown infolence of pride; 

^* To credit fuch,a tale I'm not the noddy: 
" Prove that the glorious plumage I difplay 
" Owes all its happy colours to thy ray, 

'' D-m'me V\\ tear my feathers from my body." 

The challenged Sun in clouds withdrew 
His flaming beams from ev'ry view ; 

And o'er the world a depth of darknefs Iprcad: 
The bats their churches left, to wing the air; 
The cocks and hens and cows began to ftarc. 

And fnlky went all fupperlcfs to bed ; 

For 
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For not an Almanack had op'd its lips 
About fo very wond'rous an eclipfe* 



The Peacock too, amongft the reft 
Of marveling fowl and (taring beafl:> 
Tum*d to his feathers with fome doubts 
Amaz'd to find his hundred eyes put otrt; 
Indeed all nature now appeared as black 
As if old Sol had popped into a.fack« 

Pleas'd with his triumph, from a cloid. 
The Sun, ftill hiding, call'd aloud, 

** Well ! can ye merit to my face allow ? 
** What's now your colour ? where your hundred eyes ? 
•* The mingled radiance of a thoufand dies ? 

«* Speak, Mailer Peacock, what's your colour 
nowr 

^ What colour !*' quoth the Bird, as much ^fham*d 
As courtiers high, by lofs of office tam'd-*— 
•* To own the truth, much-injur'd PhgeBus, know, 
•• rm not one atom better than a croim;^ 

" I fee 
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f I fee my foUy-^— pity my poor train; 
^ And let thy goodnels bid it fhine again." 

Tyrants of eajtem realms, whofe fubjedb* nofes, 

ike a fmith's vice, your iron powV inclofes ; 

/Vho treat your people juft like dogs or fwine 5 

The meaning of my tale, can ye divine ? 

f ^oty go try to find it, I befeech ye, 

Vnd do not let your angry Subjscts teach ye* 
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CELEBRATION; 

OR 

THE ACADEMIC PROCESSION 

r o 
SAINT JAMES'S: 

AN ODE. 



Rare Band ! whom wide-naouthM Mob with /houts ihall hailj 
WssT at the beadf and Wjlton at the tail! 
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ADVERTISEMENT 

TO 

THE READER- 



MARVEtLING READER, 

^OON after the death of Dr. joriNSON, a fub- 
fcription for a Monument to the riiemory of that 
celebrated MoRALisT being in circulation amongft the 
jirji people of the kingdom, the Royal Academt 
generoufly and unanimoufly voted Ohe Hundred 
Pounds towards the expences, as a tribute of regard 
for fo extraordinary a Man, and one of their own 
Members ; Dr. Johnson holding the place of Pro- 
cessor OF Modern Literature. This refolution 
being prefented to the King^ his Majesty, in con- 
fidcration of the extreme poverty oli the Royal Aca- 
demy, inftead of giving the Royal Assent, impofed 
the Royal Veto.— -So much for Dr. Johnson. 

E c J , In 
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In confequence of the exalted idea entertained by 
the Members of the Royal Academy of the late 
President's (Sjr Joshua Reynolds) difcourfes^ 
they refolvcd in council that an elegant edition 
fliould be printed at the expence of the Academy ; 
one copy to be prefented to each of the Members; 
the remainder of the copies to be depofited in the 
Library of the Academy; and a copy to be given 
occafionally to the mod fucceisfbl Student^ and to 
the newly-elcfted Academicians* This refolution was 
alfo offered to the Kinc^ whO| on account of the 
Jiill-reigning poverty of the Academy^ put a period to 
the proceeding, by a Royal Veto ! 

IViistER West, the prefent extraordinary ^rew- 
d4nt of the Royal Academy, ««terrified by Royal 
Vetos, with and iy the advice of his Council^ 
niagnanimoufly produced another ftting of refolu- 
tions:^*-viz. to beg to be permitted to eat and drink i 
totis viribUSi in fpite of the Academy's poverty y the 
Academy's and his Majesty's good health, amidft 
mountains of meat, and oceans of drink ; to prefent 
an addrefs of bumble thanks to his Majesty for his 
unexampled Munificence to his own Academy ; and to 
be indulged with the honour of prefenting aandfome 

M£l£)Ai/ 
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Medal of Gold to bU Majesty^ to ter Majesty^ 
to the Prince of Wales^ and to the Princess 
RoYAL^ Thcfc rdblutioiis wfcrc fortunately received 
by Majesty with the moft pattering cordiality ; and 
ibis darfy all thefc things (God willing) are to bt f&^ 
formed and executed^ together with the nioft augujt 
and fublime ceremony of Mister Benjamin West*s 
Knighthood.* 

Redemt Satumid Regnat 

^ Since tlife firft edition, the Pobt (as hath tie^n fmiiimi the 
cafe with the moft infpired charaders) finds himfeifmiftaken; 
the ceremony did not take place : had this m plus ultra of 
laughable and degraded Knighthood happened* the Knigiits of 
Pbq Nicholson would hare bilduf their btadsi 
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CONTENTS. 

p£TER> after the manner of Parfons, prayeth for good weather. 
•^He bcggeth Morning to fmile on the meat and drink, 
and the cavalcading Members of the Royal Academy.— 
Pbter upbraideth Mifter Wilton for guzzling porter with 
lotv People belomjy when he fhould be abo^ue amongft the 
Antiques. — The Cavalcade d efcribed. — It arriveth at 
Saint James's.— The Members tremble. — They appear 
before their Sovereign.— They fall on their faces .—They 
get up again. — The President receives the honour of 
Knighthood. — He feeleth himfelf metamorphofed into a 
fublimer creaturc.-rA moft original, beautifnl, and ftriking 
comparifon between Miller West's new ftate, and that of a 
Butterfly. — Peter wondereth at the great power of a Sword, 
and a word^ and wifheth they could improve the literary 
abilities of Mifter West.— The Members i^ >&««<//; who, 
Peter thinketh, would gladly kifs t^ other part ^ thsamopart 
of Majesty. 
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ACADEMIC PROCESS I OlSf 

TO 

SAINT JAMES'S. 



)L, put thee on thy bcfl: gold wig to-day : 
Let rude December be the gentle May j 

Chained be the tempefts, and well bung'd the rairt i 
Nor let a fog his fuUen twilight fpread. 
As lately dark'ning bade us think the head 

Of fome HiGPl-TiTLED Man was cleft in twain. 

Yes, yes, let Morn look down with fmiling pride. 
And finile on roaft, and boil'd, and bak*d, and fry'd. 

And griird, and deviird^ gums of Genius greeting j 
Smile too upon the Acadenfiic Men, 
Refpeftables indeed ! who, nine in ten. 

Well as of paintings know the art of eating* 

Smile too on the Proceflion— ^rj/^/// Throng, 
That glorious through the Stuand (hall move along, 

5 And 
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And at Saint James's giVe th' addrefs of honey j 
Full of rich loyalty and candied praife, 
lP*dr foyal favours that a world amaze! 

Viz. pifturcs, ftatucs, drawings, books, and money. 

Rare Band ! whom wide-mouth'd Mob with (houts 

fhallhail; 
West at the head, and Wilton at the tail. 
Yet let hot Wilton join the glorious rear; 
No, let not Wilton in the band appear; 
Wilton, who, lazy beer-admiring Matter, 
For Whitbread, quits his pupils and their plafter^ 
Deferts, for common fetving-mert, the room. 
And hohs or nobs with Ladies of the Broom: 

Preferring thus black Charles's * -ffithiop face 
To Beltidere Apollo's head and grace; 

O fie! 'midft vulgar porter-pots regaling; 
Who leav'ft great Hercules for poor grey JoHi^f, 
And, what muft fhock the feelings of a ftone> 

The youthful Venus for old Mother MalIngJ. 

SccI 

• A Servant of the R. Academy. 

*f An old Servant al/o of the R, Academy. 

X A Servant liiewi/e of th<f R. Academy- 
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See ! from yon Dome, amid th* expeftant throng. 
Slow moves the tribe of Benjamin along. 

While Fame before them with her trumpet flics ; 
Whilft on their heads, from bulks and chimney-tops. 
As thick as herrings, or as thick as hops. 

Wild Adm^ation cafts her countlefs eyes. 

And now they reach the Gate of Adoration ! 
And now a very fudden palpitation 

Amid the fibres of their hearts they feel ! 
And now of Royalty th* cleftric fhock, 
Juft as a man upon the black-brow'd rock 

Has oft experienced from this numbing Eel !* 

And now they panting mount Saint James's flairs. 
In goodly order and in goodly pairs ; 

Now at the Hall of Audience they arrive; 
Now 'midft the blaze of Majesty they fall 
Pronje on their faces, like affrighted Paul, 

Half dead, alas ! poor Saint ! and half alive. 

See them, like nine-pins tumbled on the plain ! 
And now they get upon their ends again !— 

Behold 

• The Torpedo. 
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Behold grave Bevjamin di* Addrcfs prcfcnt! 
Now on his knees (hb fours firft wiih !) ddightc^ 
Behold wfc^-Quaker-BENjAMiif bc-kn%hted, 
. Amidft a moon-cy'd hoft of wonderment ! 

Now on his fhoulder drops die magic fword : 
" Arife Sir Benjamin !" die Sovereign fays-^ 

Happy, die Kwro hTt arifeth at the word. 
And feels himfelf o'erwhelm'd with GifORv's rays. 

In bolder ftreams his blood begins to flow; 

His heart fublime, a richer torrent pours; 
He looks contemptuous on the mob below. 

And, fwelling, now a pyramid he tow*rs. 
With Lords behold him talk^^with Ladies chat 
Of fceptres, fnufF, rebellions, and all that. 

Thus from his humble Ihop the fdken Worm 
That crawVd at firft the earth, to man's furprife, 

Burfts forth with fplendour — what an angel form ! 
And mounts on glittering wings of gold the fkiesi 

Talks to this mealy Lord, and now that FaiR;, 

So happy mingling with the Tribes of Air I 

Ah! 
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Ah ! dwcllcth fuch rare virtue in a /word f 
Ah 1 lodgeth fuch huge magic in ^ word.^ 
Good heay'ns! what pity for th* unlettered Knight^ 
Thdy cannot teach to ^eai and read and wriie I 

And now they humbly all kife hands fo fwiset 5 
How bleft the hand of Majesty to greet ! 

For which, miles high would thoufands gladly jump: 
And would but facred Majesty permit^ 
Such really is Ambition's raging fit, 

(Unlike Rab?la|s the roguje*) they'd kifs tktrump! 

Now clothed with lionour, fee the troop retreat ! 
Now Majesty's good health xktf^rink and 0at! 

Now, maudlin. Majesty's good health df/gorge! 
Now on poor kinglefs France they run their rigs ! 
J^^ow mad for Majesty they burn their wigs ! 

Now, loy^i fry their watches f for King Qeorge ! 

• The ftory of Rabelais running from the Pppp's pre&nce b 
too well known to be repeated. 

t This farce was aftually performed during the late reign, 
in the full form of loyalty, by the Mayoi^ and Aloermjsn of 
a ctriain Corporation in a weftern county. 



THE END, 
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